


AMAZON BESTSELLING AUTHOR 
FLORA FERRARI 


POSSESSIVE RUSSIAN 


AN OLDER MAN YOUNGER 
WOMAN ROMANCE 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS, 79 


FLORA FERRARI 


CONTENTS 


Copyright 
A Man Who Knows What He Wants Series 


Possessive Russian 
Chapter 1 
Chapter 2 
Chapter 3 
Chapter 4 
Chapter 5 
Chapter 6 
Chapter 7 
Chapter 8 
Chapter 9 
Chapter 10 
Chapter 11 
Chapter 12 
Chapter 13 
Chapter 14 
Chapter 15 
Chapter 16 
Chapter 17 
Chapter 18 
Chapter 19 
Chapter 20 
Chapter 21 
Chapter 22 
Chapter 23 
Epilogue 
Extended Epilogu 


Series 


Newsletter 


COPYRIGHT 


Copyright © 2018 by Flora Ferrari. 
All Rights Reserved. 


No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by 
any electronic or mechanical means, including information 
storage retrieval systems, without written permission from 
the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book 
review. 


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, 
and incidents are either the product of the author’s 
imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to 
actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely 
coincidental. 


The following story contains mature themes, strong 
language and sexual situations. It is intended for mature 
readers. 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Baby Lust 
Veteran 


Book 3: 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Built 
Bambino 
Rescued 


Book 6: 


Book 7: 


Leader 
Professor 
Burned 


Book 8: 


Book 9: 


Worldly 


Book 10: 


Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Book 14: 
Book 15: 


Driven 

Lucky 13 
Lumberjacked 
Protector 





Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman's Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEAL’s Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 
Veterans Day Daddy 





Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: Bodyguard 
Book 34: Greek God | 








Book 36 : Mountain Man 
Book 37: SEAL’s Justice 





Book 38: Royal Romance 
Book 39: Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 





Book 40: Crocodile Dan D 
Book 41: Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 
Book a2 boctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 





ook 43: Cop's Babysitter 
Book eTe TEN for the Cop Next Door 
Book 45: Small Town SEAL’s Saving Grace 
zak A Sons S Fake AE 












B a l 52: F “iref sce ve Profesor 
Book: 53. Soldier’ s Secret Baby 


Ook 4: Ward. s TA e Day. 


Book 5 6 : TEENA | Poli iceman 
Book 57: Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Book 58: Boss” S a een 














Book 66: F ) 
Book 67: Love ry TP i 





Book 69: 
Book 70: 
Book 71: 
Book 72: 
Book 73: 
Book 74: 
Book 75: 


Possessive Firefighter 
Football Next Door 
Doctor December 
Possessive Canadian 
Blue Collar Billionaire 
Possessive K-9 Cop 
Possessive Brazilian 


Book 76: 


Book 77: 
Book 78: 
Book 79: 
Book 80: 


Hockey Obsession 

Possessive Boston Irish American MMA Fighter 
Halloween Next Door 

Possessive Russian 

Baseball Mine 


POSSESSIVE RUSSIAN 


This possessive Russian isn’t just my dad’s best 
friend...he’s an inked alpha male. 


And the first time | see him is the first time I’ve ever seen 
someone carry out such violence right in front of my very 
eyes. 


| should get on the next plane out of here immediately, but 
why does this inked alpha male’s violence have me 
thinking it’s time for another kind of first time with this 
older man who is very apparently my new possessive 
Russian protector? 


As an inked introvert and younger woman | always felt 
misunderstood, but suddenly I’m the one who doesn’t 
understand why I’m falling for my dad’s best friend...the 
older man with all the answers to questions | didn’t even 
realize | had. 


But what happens when | have a question of my own and his 
answer challenges me to question everything | thought | 
knew to be true? 


Will our feelings continue to blossom like flowers in May, or 
will my heart turn as cold as December in Russia? 


*Possessive Russian Is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Alice 


“It’s like a different world down here,” | say as | slowly spin 
around taking in the Avtovo metro station in Saint 
Petersburg, Russia. 


l'm supposed to be keeping my eyes peeled for my dad’s 
best friend, but instead all | care about right now is taking in 
this incredible work of art. 


It may be a subway stop but it feels more like a palace. 


| open up my guidebook and reread the passage. “Yep. 
Forty-six columns and thirty are made from marble and 
sixteen are decorated with glass just like the guidebook 
says,” | say just after | count them off by pointing to each 
one with my finger. And there are chandeliers galore. It’s 
not hard to see why The Guardian British daily newspaper 
named it one of the twelve most beautiful metro stations in 
the world. 


At the end of the platform | see a large mosaic mural 
depicting a woman holding a child. This is where the first 
train departed way back in 1955 which put the Saint 
Petersburg metro into existence as the second operational 
Subway in the country, after Moscow. 


And that’s where my dad’s buddy is supposed to meet me at 
this exact moment. 


| make a mental note to come back and check out this metro 
station during my five day stay here in Saint Petersburg 
before | fly back home to Miami as | make my way towards 
the mural. 


Suddenly | feel a large body bump into me almost knocking 
me over, but instead of an apology or a check to see if I’m 
okay | feel the hands of the man who just slammed into me 
wrap around me and push me towards the waiting metro car 
which has it’s doors open as the conductor seems to be 
making an announcement that the train is about to depart. 


What’s going on? 


And then just as suddenly as the hands wrapped around me 
they come flying off as | feel my body spin around halfway 
just before | hear an “uh” and turn to see a man crumple to 
the ground face first with a loud thud right next to one of 
the massive columns. 


“This way, Alice. We don’t want to be late for dinner,” a man 
in a black suit says as he wraps his arm around mine leading 
me towards the escalator before | can even process what in 
the hell just happened. 


CHAPTER 2 


Alice 


“This is for your father,” the man says, handing me a small 
USB thumb drive. “And this is for you,” he says handing me 
a set of Russian nesting dolls. 


“What just happened back there? Where are you taking 
me? Tell me now or I will scream,” | demand. 


“Someone wanted to get their hands on the item your father 
sent you here to receive. | stopped them from doing that. 
Now we will have dinner,” he says matter-of-factly like he’s a 
telemarketer reading from a script for the thousandth time 
today. 


He’s completely devoid of emotion as his eyes face forward 
with a glassy stare that reveals nothing. 


| quickly look him up and down noticing how well he fills out 
his suit, and wonder what the tattoo on his hand would 
reveal if | had any idea what it meant. 


It’s hard to tell with tattoos these days. Twenty years ago 
they were still an obscure item that weren’t safe to have if 
you wanted a white-collar job or a loan from a bank. These 
days it seems like every hipster in South Beach has at least 
three. 


And | have one myself. Maybe it’s because my dad seemed 
more interested in shouting into his phone in Russian than 


raising his only daughter. His idea of parenting was sticking 
me in front of the TV with a remote control in my hand. 


And somehow | managed to click my way to Miami Ink’s 
debut episode in 2005 when | was five. | was just a kid, but | 
was fascinated for all six seasons until the show went off the 
air. 


| became addicted to art and ink and found myself watching 
Eastern Promises every week for years. That film was like an 
addictive elixir of both the dark underworld of my Russian 
heritage mixed with how the tattoos on your body tell your 
entire life story in Russian prisons. 


That led me to Russian Criminal Tattoo Encyclopaedia 
Volumes I, Il, and III, Russian Criminal Tattoo Police Files by 
Arkady Bronnikov, who is regarded as Russia's leading 
expert on tattoo iconography and was also a senior expert in 
forensics at the USSR Ministry of Internal Affairs for more 
than 30 years. 


But when | look at the tattoo on this alpha bad boy’s hand | 
have no idea what it means. 


And that scares and excites me all at the same time. 


My dad does “good deals with bad guys” as he likes to say, 
so it’s no surprise that I’d meet a character like this one 
who’s either leading me to safety, or to a quick death. 


And just because my dad practically keeps me locked up 
around the clock at our estate in Miami, doesn’t mean I’m 
some sheltered kid who’s in need of an adventure. 


But an adventure sure has come knocking in the form of this 
six foot five man who looks about as thick as the bronze 


statues | saw at Saint Petersburg’s Pulkovo Airport when | 
arrived just a couple hours ago. 


“You are?” | ask. 

“Artem. Your father’s best friend,” he says. 

“What if I’m not hungry?” | ask. 

“Have you ever had Russian borsch?” 

“Yeah, they have a place back home,” | say, still not sure 
what this guy is all about but I’m very interested in finding 
out. 

“Please. Do not insult my country or my hospitality. If you 
have not tasted it inside Russia then you have never tried 
it.” 

It takes everything | have not to laugh out loud, partly 
because his deadpan answers that are about as lacking in 
contractions as they are in length remind me of the bad 
Russian guys in so many movies. Artem’s not doing much to 
dispel that myth. 


But the real reason my first reaction is to laugh is fear. 


He is big, well dressed, stoic, and powerful as I just saw in 
the metro. 


“Russia can be dangerous place,” he says, his accent 
thickening. Apparently he’s not a fan of indefinite articles 
either. “But not when | am near.” 


“Does this restaurant also have vodka?” | ask. 


“Do you know what vodka mean in Slavic language?” 
| shake my head. 


“Little water.” He pauses. “And yes. The have a lot of little 
water.” 


“Good, because | have a feeling that I’m going to need it,” | 
Say. 


CHAPTER 3 


Artem 
The plan was simple and | executed it to perfection. 


Find my best friend’s daughter, give her the USB drive, and 
take her to safety. 


Mission complete. 
Not hardly. 


Because now | have a new mission that wasn’t part of the 
Original plan. 


Make her mine. 


In the most famous country for beautiful women, she stands 
head and shoulders above all the rest. 


I’ve never seen a woman so beautiful in all my life. 


She is the perfect mix of Slavic beauty, manners, and 
culture with this free way of Western living. A beautiful 
Russian girl with a South Beach tan. 


And she’s not so tall either, which makes her even that 
much more feminine. 


And damn did I make her nervous. She was on edge and it 
had my cock pushing my trousers to the edge of their 
stretching point. 


| replay the events in my mind again. 
She was there with her guidebook, an obvious tourist. 
And what was also obvious is her beauty. 


Her jet-black hair. Her creamy brown skin. Her dark eyes as 
she moved towards the end of the metro station to receive 
the USB stick. 


But suddenly there’s another stick | want to give her and the 
fucker springs to life at the most inopportune time ever. 


And then came a threat from the side. A fool thinking he 
could put his hands on what’s mine. 


It was the worst mistake of his life, and cost him his last 
breath of air. 


But | feel no remorse. One because that’s not how you treat 
a woman. What happened to the days when the bad guys 
had honor...a code? 


Scum like him take our business and drag it through the 
gutter, so now someone can drag his body out of that cold 
underground and put him right back under ground...six feet. 


| knew there would be retaliation. | just didn’t know it would 
come so soon. 


| thought | had time to get her out first. To make her safe. 
And once I saw her to make her mine. 


And when | took her arm in mine I could feel her thin frame. 
There are those Slavic genes again at work, but this is 


something even more than that. 
She won the genetic lottery and | will win her. 


Fuck that. She has no choice. She will be mine, because | 
have no choice. 


This is primal and even though she’s my best friend’s 
daughter | can’t say no to myself. | won’t be able to. 


But my intentions are real. 


Just like those ample breasts that fill out her top perfectly. 
Damn, when she leaned into me I could feel their shape and 
| wanted to spin her around and grab them right then and 
there. To rip her top open and by the time those buttons 
went flying everywhere I'd already have my lips wrapped 
around her nipple. 


Usually when a human goes on a moving object like an 
elevator or escalator they bend their knees a bit 
subconsciously to improve their balance. 


| do it too. But not with her. 


| could feel my body more erect, standing taller than | 
normally do...and damn I’m tall already. 


But there was a shot of pride that tore through me with her 
there on my arm. I’ve done a lot of masculine things in my 
life and I’ve been told I’m a throwback to a different kind of 
man, a real man, but damn with her on my arm | feel even 
more masculine than ever before. 


| felt my eyes narrow as | stared ahead, conflicted by the 
idea that she was really having this effect on me...and that | 


was only here because of my best friend. | tried to stay 
focused, but damn | just couldn’t no matter how hard | tried. 


| sat in a Sniper’s nest during the fall of the Soviet Union in 
1991. | was up there for a damn week. | drank water 
through a straw while | laid in the prone position until | had 
spots on my skin. | even had to relieve myself up there, or 
risk certain death from the mayhem below. 


And there was no relief to be found today. Being next to her 
put the pressure on me immediately and never let up. | 
could feel my head splitting. | swear! could hear the fabric 
in my trousers ripping twice. 


And then when | finally relented and did what | had to do... 
make eye contact with her...it was like our eyes locked in 
and we just connected immediately and | couldn’t take my 
eyes off hers, my gaze fixated on the depths of those irises 
and what secrets they held. 


And | want to know them all. Need to know them all. 

And | will. 

| feel her arm move in mine and her wrist “accidentally” 
bumps against mine and then her fingers graze over mine 
making my fully erect cock twitch and my balls pull up. 
Fuck, | could have damn near shot my load right there on 
the escalator just from her touch. That’s how powerful she 
iS. 


And how beautiful she is. 


She asks me some questions, and does she ever have a bit 
of sass to her...some fight in those bones. 


Her father should be proud, and | Know she won't take shit 
from any man, not that I’d ever allow one to give her so 
much as a look. 


And | also know she’s going to be a lot of fun in the 
bedroom. 


But something tells me she’s not experienced there. There’s 
something about her energy that tells me she’s still there for 
the taking. Still not claimed. 


And damn if I’m not the one who’s going to plant my flag in 
her and possess her for my own. 


And then when we come out of the underground metro | get 
an even better look at her and she blows me away for a 
second time. 


| help her in my black Range Rover and then get us the hell 
out of there. 


She needs to be safe. I’m not taking any chances. | never 
was when it was my duty to pick up my best friend’s 
daughter and now it’s more than my duty...it’s my calling 
and my honor to protect her and keep her safe. 


Because I’m going to put a baby in there. 


The ways of the West may have spoiled her. Here in the 
East, family is still everything. 


And that’s exactly what we’re going to do...make a family 
together. 


CHAPTER 4 


Alice 


| can’t get Artem off my mind as he dropped me off at my 
hotel room door and then told me he’d meet me in the lobby. 


If he wasn’t downstairs waiting for me right now I'd be in the 
tub with the showerhead perfectly positioned on the area 
where he made me hot...and wet. 


And | wouldn’t be using it to clean up the mess | made down 
there. I’d be using it to clear my head of these dirty 
thoughts that | can’t get out of my mind. 


Part of me tries to reason that the idea of giving him my first 
time while I’m here would be one hell of a memory. 


This vacation could quickly turn into a feral fuckfest, and 
then | could leave it all behind me when | boarded that 
plane. 

Just me and the memory of my dad’s roughneck buddy. 

But | know that’s a lie. | know that wouldn’t be enough. 

I'd be back in Miami, my father locking me away from the 
world for “my safety”, and things would be right back to how 


they were. 


And Artem wants to keep me safe too, but there’s something 
a lot more dangerous about him. 


My dad has gotten lazy, doing all his deals from his office in 
the house. 


That quarter of a million dollar huge pool he installed on our 
property? He used it a handful of times the first week and 
hasn’t so much as dipped his toe in it since. 


He doesn’t even go near it. All he thinks about is business. 


| sunbathe completely nude there and he doesn’t even 
know. He just sits at his desk in that office all day and night 
yelling in his mother tongue. 


But damn, how about Artem and his stern tongue. His quick 
responses. He’s snappy for sure. 


And I'd like him to snap my hands back and take that tough 
tongue of his right up my slit and show me just how firm it 
could be. Get it inside me real deep. 


Damn, how am I going to get through dinner with thoughts 
like these? 


| look over at my phone as it lights up and I see my dad’s 
name as the caller. 


| don’t want to answer it, but | also don’t want to answer all 
his questions about why | didn’t answer it if | don’t. It’s 
easier to trade a few minutes of pain now, as | listen to 
whatever it is that’s bothering him, in exchange for getting 
the third degree the next time we talk plus when | get back 
home. 


If he calls and | don’t answer or call back within three 
minutes he absolutely loses it. 


| don’t have time for that right now. 

“Hi dad,” | say. 

“You get the delivery?” 

“Yes, I’m having a great time. Thank you for asking.” 


The worst part about this is that this was supposed to be my 
graduation gift. I’m extremely fortunate that | have a father 
who can fly me halfway around the world for simply 
graduating high school, but the problem is that that was 
never really his plan. 


The day before | left he just had this “little errand” he 
wanted me to “help him out with.” And that meant | had to 
be on call the entire time as he didn’t know for sure when I'd 
need to make the pickup. 


Since he never travels, but knows the U.S. has gotten more 
and more lax regarding marijuana, | had to remind him that | 
definitely would not be flying with anything illegal. 
Strangely enough | just heard that if you have a small 
amount of weed at L.A.X. they don’t even care anymore. 
They say where you land is up to you and your 
responsibility, but apparently for leaving they don’t hassle 
you. 


But | don’t live in L.A., so that’s neither here nor there. 


And I’m also not interested in being someone’s drug mule let 
alone a gopher. 


But he always knows how to muscle me into doing what he 
wants. 


There’s that one thing he can hang over my head that works 
every damn time. 


My guilt for my mom’s death during childbirth. 


It’s his ace in the hole and | break every time he brings it up, 
and then | want to break him later after my emotions calm 
down and | realize he’s used it on me again. 


So | know never to expect a real gift from him. There’s 
always a condition attached, and it often comes with a huge 
serving of guilt as well. 


And as soon as | landed | already had the message to go to 
the Avtovo metro stop, which | did just after | checked into 
the State Hermitage Museum Official Hotel, which is less 
expensive than it sounds, partly due to the fall of the 
Russian ruble. 


“Did you get it? Yes or no.” 
“Yes, | got it,” | say hoping this will be the end of it. 
“Take the laptop out of your checked luggage.” 


“I didn’t bring a laptop. This was a vacation, remember? A 
gift?” 


“And never look a gift horse in the mouth, but do look in the 
inside of your hard case check-on luggage right now 
dammit!” 


| open my checked bag wondering what the heck he’s 
talking about. 


“There’s no...” | stop mid-sentence seeing the laptop he was 
talking about. The one he somehow snuck into my bag 
before | left. 

“Take out the laptop and turn it on.” 

| do as he says getting more agitated by the moment. The 
computer takes a while to boot up and my dad doesn’t think 
about asking me any questions about how things are going 
or even if | was practically kidnapped picking up his little 
USB drive. 


It’s better this way anyway. It allows my mind to wonder to 
Artem. 


| wonder what he’s doing down there in the lobby. 
Is he thinking of me? 

Maybe I should rub it in my dad’s face that he’s hot. 
No, it will just cause me more problems. 

“Okay. It’s on.” 


“Plug in the USB drive and go to the website | am about to 
spell out for you,” he says. 


| do what he wants not even caring what’s on his precious 
gift. All | care about is giving a gift of my own to Artem. 


And the more my dad makes me mad the more likely that is 
to happen. 


Once | get things exactly how my dad wants them he 
provides me a password with a bunch of numbers and | hit 


enter. 


That little USB thing works like a two-factor authorization 
bank account device. I’m expecting to see some ridiculous 
amount of money pop up on the screen but instead | see 
something that makes no sense to me. 


“What’s it say?” my dad asks feverishly. “Tell me.” 


“It says...well it shows the number ten thousand and then a 
capital b, a capital t, and a capital c. 


| try not to laugh as my mind immediately translates it to 
ten inches of Artem’s big, thick, cock. 


| almost laugh, but try and stay calm sensing this is almost 
over and | can stop daydreaming about Artem and actually 
go downstairs and be with him...for dinner, for now. 


| hear my dad exhale. 


“Okay good. That’s all | needed. Unplug the device and 
keep it safe until you get back.” 


“Yes, dad,” | Say. 


“I have to go. Do not plug it back into your computer. And 
remove it right now.” 


“Yes, dad, pulling it out now,” | say but as my hand moves 
towards it the call ends just as there’s a knock on my door. 


| grab it and go to pull it, but it’s a tight fit. The last thing | 
want to do is break it and really make my dad angry so I go 
to answer the door first. 


| open the door and see a beautiful Russian woman in a 
hotel uniform. “Sorry to bother you, but you have a guest 
waiting for you downstairs.” 

“Yes, I’m sorry to keep him waiting.” 

She nods. “Can | tell him when to expect you?” 

“Less than five minutes and l'Il be there,” | say. 

“Thank you,” she says. 


| go to shut the door. 


“Also...sorry to disturb you,” she says as | turn back around. 
“Will you be needing a wakeup call?” 


“No thank you.” 

“Turn down service?” 

“I’m good. Thanks.” 

“A tour guide maybe?” 

“I’m all covered.” 

“Anything else we can get for you?” 


Damn, did some American come over here and teach them 
the art of the upsell? 


“No, I’m good in all regards. Thank you. | need to change. 
Only four minutes left,” | say looking at my watchless wrist. 


“Right. Thank you again. Should anything...” she goes on 
some spiel and | stand there frustrated, but not about to 
shut the door in her face. What is up with this place? 
Maybe that’s why the rooms were on a big sale. 

Regardless a full minute passes and finally she leaves and | 
Slip into black jeans, a white T-shirt and a black motorcycle 
jacket. 


| swear everyone | see here is wearing black...and smoking 
cigarettes. 


Time to fit in and see what it’s really like to really be 
Russian, not just someone from Florida pretending. 


Okay, but | draw the line at cigarettes. 
| hate the smell of those things. 


And at the thought of it | remember back to Artem, and his 
musky scent. 


It was cologne | definitely didn’t recognize. 
Or maybe it wasn’t cologne. Maybe it was just him. 


And he’s waiting for me in the lobby smelling like his sexy 
self I’m sure. 


| straighten my hair and step out my door and almost run 
right into him. 


“Artem?” | say. 


“|I wanted to make sure everything was okay,” he says with 
that strong, reassuring voice of his. 


“I thought you said, ‘Russia can be dangerous place, but not 
when | am near’,” | joke. 


“I did. And that’s why | came to you. To get near you to 
make sure you were not in danger,” he says with absolutely 
conviction and sincerity. 

“The lobby wasn’t close enough?” 

His eyes narrow as his upper body leans in closer to me, 
blocking out the light in the hallway and putting me in his 
shadow. 


“You can never be too close to me.” 


CHAPTER 5 


Artem 
“I like your tattoo,” she says. 


I'd like to tattoo my name on her. Somewhere where 
everyone can see she’s mine. 


My hands grip the steering wheel harder and | literally hear 
it creak my grip is so strong. 


Having her here in my car, sitting next to me where she 
belonged, had me on edge. My muscles were contracting 
and | was taking shallow breaths without even noticing it. 


“Do you have any?” | ask expecting her to say no. 


“One. On my upper thigh and it extends up into my lower 
abdomen.” 


“Your dad let you get a tattoo?” | ask, Knowing my question 
doesn’t really mean what she thinks it means. 


“He doesn’t know. | could walk around the house naked and 
he wouldn’t know. He just sits in his office chair all day.” 


“What did you say,” | say, now really giving my steering 
wheel a death grip. The thought of another man, any man, 
seeing her naked makes me furious. 


| get the first look and the last. 


“He just sits in his office chair all day,” she says. 
“Before that?” 
“He’d never know if | had one.” 


“That’s not what you said,” | say realizing my aggression, my 
desire for her, is making itself very known. 


“| didn’t mean it the way | said it. | mean I’d never walk 
naked in front of my dad of course.” 


| exhale. Thank god. 


“But | do sunbathe by our pool nude sometimes. | hate tan 
lines.” 


| feel the electricity shoot right back through my veins and 
the relief | felt is quickly erased. 


| visualize my hands gripping her hips hard as | make my 
way in and out of her staring down at that ink on her 
beautiful body. 


| have to see it, and | have to see her. 

| want her so damn bad it’s literally an addiction. | can 
imagine her legs spread wide for me as | take her with my 
mouth then my cock. And then repeat that every day for the 
rest of our lives...multiple times per day. 


“You know what | do for a living now?” | ask. 


“Electronics delivery. | bet it pays better than the Geek 
Squad.” 


“What?” 
“Sorry, that joke doesn’t translate.” 


| don’t say anything. | have no idea what she’s talking 
about. 


“What? | want to know.” 

“Tattoo artist.” 

“Really?” 

“How hungry are you?” 

Because | damn sure am hungry for a taste of you...a big 
juicy taste that I’d dive in face first for and | mean my whole 
face. 

“Not too much. | ate on the plane and | think that stuff’s 
meant to last through a nuclear war, which means all the 
preservatives in it are preserving it right in my stomach.” 
| turn the wheel hard at the light. 


“Change of plans?” 


“I’m going to show you my tattoo shop. And you're going to 
show me your tattoo.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Alice 


Artem is a man who knows what he wants and what he 
wants is me...I think. 


He’s definitely dropping hints, and I sure would like to help 
him drop those pants of his, but I’m not totally sure. 


And he’s my dad’s best friend. Would he really try 
something with me? 


And could | say no? 


But we're escalating fast and my nipples are elongating 
right along with our talk. God, how much | want him to take 
my breasts in his mouth and then grab them hard as he 
fucks me even harder. 


As he’s hovered over the top of me as his hips move back in 
forth as | watch the muscled masterpiece that he is take me 
and make me his. 


And how could | last when | see just how much I can melt 
this big strong man in my hands, or more accurately how my 
pussy can bring him to his knees...if | don’t get on my knees 
first that is. 


Guys in Miami try to impress you with their cars and bottle 
service and things like that. They never seem to take the 
time to even get to know what you like. 


Artem and | just had a quick conversation, he jumped on 
something that | happen to be interested in seeing that | 
already have a tattoo, and then he makes a beeline to take 
me to his shop. 


| wish boys my age understood that that’s how it’s done. 
But then again what do boys my age know? 


| was never interested in them anyways. | didn’t even go to 
my senior prom. | got invited, sure, but | never really 
considered it. And | swear my dad has eyes and ears 
everywhere because by the time | got home he was already 
telling me that I’d be spending that night at home. And the 
security system would be set as it always is. 


He tries to protect me from everything, or at least that’s 
what he says even though | think he’s really just trying to 
protect information about what goes on in our house from 
getting out. 

But there’s no way he can protect me from Artem now. 


Artem pulls to a stop along the side of the road and quickly 
makes his way around to my side to help me out. 


“Your tattoo shop is here?” 

“Right there,” he says motioning with his head towards a 
really interesting looking building that faces the water which 
is just on the other side of the street. 


“| like this area. Where are we?” 


“Along the Angliyskaya Naberezhnaya, or English 
Embankment in English. Over the years it’s been the most 


fashionable street in Saint Petersburg,” he says. “And over 
there is the Bolshaya Neva River. The sunsets over it are 
incredible...in the months when we have sunsets.” 

“I’ve heard about those long days in Sweden.” 


“Same here. Very end of May and through the middle of 
July. We’re even further north, but not by much.” 


“When do you go to bed then?” | ask. 

“That depends what you mean by going to bed,” he says. 
My foot hits the street and my ankle wobbles at his words 
but his big strong hand is quickly on me steading me his 
other hand engulfs the hand | offered him when he offered 
me help to get out of his Range Rover. 

But as he steadies me my body falls closer into his. 


| look up to find him staring right down at me. 


“You never know when you might fall in...to someone,” he 
says. 


Was that a huge love innuendo? Did he almost say fall in 
love? 


Artem does not waste time when he sees something he 
wants. 


“No...you don’t,” | say. 
The cool, crisp air bites at my cheek and | lean into Artem as 


he walks me to the door of his tattoo parlor. He unlocks it 
with three different keys and then opens the door. 


Pitch black. 


“Is this the part where | find out this was all a ruse and my 
kidney winds up in Albania?” | ask. 


“No, but Albania is a famous Russian holiday location. We 
should...you should...we can go in the future.” 


Before | have a chance to weigh his words he flips the light 
switch on and the place comes to life. 


“Whoa!” | say stepping inside. “I have these books,” | say 
looking at his copies of Russian Criminal Tattoo 
Encyclopaedia Volumes I, II, and III, Russian Criminal Tattoo 
Police Files. “Why do they spell encyclopedia like that?” 
“Because it is originally a Greek word that became Latin and 
then for the book was phonetically written by Russians for 
an English speaking audience.” 

| turn back and look at him, curious. 

“Do you read a lot?” 


“For these last years many, many hours each day,” he says. 


“I thought tattooing is a booming business. | want to 
become a tattoo artist myself.” 


“It is booming. Do you know how to use a needle?” 
“No.” 


He takes a step towards me and | feel my heart rate pick up. 


“I will show you.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Artem 


| extend my hand and she slides out of the black leather 
jacket that compliments her dark features so well. 


But as she moves each arm out her chest comes forward, 
closer to me. 


| can see there’s a bra on underneath, but there can’t be 
much padding to it as | catch myself looking right at her 
chest seeing that her nipples are hard as hell. 


She clears her throat as she catches me staring. “Should | 
stand or sit.” 


“There,” | say ordering her into my black leather tattoo chair. 


| try and remember what my job is. Why | met her in the 
first place, but my need is growing too strong. 


I’m her father’s best friend for Christ’s sake. This shouldn’t 
be happening. 


Her arms jump when her warm skin meets the cool chair. 


“I may be a lot younger than you, but we’re both adults 
here, Artem. Let me show you my tattoo,” she says. 


No way I’m objecting to that. 


Her ass rises up off the seat as she unbuckles her black 
denim jeans and then makes quick work of the button fly, 
her eyes never coming off mine. 


The way she’s looking at me, like this is some sort of strip 
show, is causing my heart to make a thudding sound in 
rapid succession as it throws itself wildly against the inside 
of my chest. 


She slides her pants down her leg and my eyes instantly jerk 
in that direction and my cock jerks in rhythm with my gaze. 


“It suits you,” | say, trying to be cool. It’s some sort of plant 
and the black ink matches her dark hair and the general 
darkness about her. “It goes well with your tan, and would 
really pop if you were pale. Either way it works very well. 
Whether summer or winter.” 


“| just got it because | liked it,” she says. “I love art and 
museums, and especially artwork that depicts flowers.” 


“It doesn’t have meaning to you?” | ask. 


“Is there something else you’re meaning to say? Something 
else that has meaning? Something in this room maybe?” 
she asks as her ass meets the seat again and this time the 
coldness of the leather instantly brings goose bumps to her 
Skin. 


| want to reach down there and grab her body and show her 
how I can keep her warm in this northerly climate. Show her 
how warm isn’t enough. Show her how | feel like I’m burning 
up inside for her. 


“Do you want me to show you where I'd put a tattoo?” | ask 
picking up my tattoo gun. 


She nods. 


| lean in taking the collar of her white T-shirt and pulling it to 
the side, exposing her very delicate collarbone. My hand 
moves over to her shoulder and | feel the heat rising from 
her skin. 


“Don’t you wear protection...when you work?” she asks. 


“For everyone else, yes. But no glove for you,” | say not 
even realizing at first | didn’t pluralize glove instead going 
with the slang term for a condom. 


And | would never wear a condom with her. I’d need to feel 
her walls grip my cock every time. I’d need to finish in her 
each and every day giving us the biggest family possible. 


“Right here,” | say gently tapping the tattooing needle to 
her shoulder. 


“What would the tattoo be?” she asks. 


“Well, you know in Russian Prisons you don’t exist if you 
don’t have tattoos. Your whole life story is written on your 
body. The others on the inside, including the guards and the 
administrators don’t trust you if you don’t have tattoos 
because there is nothing there for them to see...to read.” 


“So what would my story be?” she asks as | lean in closer, 
drawn to her smooth skin as I can feel her chest moving up 
and down just below me. 


My forearm comes to rest on her upper chest just getting a 
small feel of her upper breasts and it drives me crazy, like a 
man who's not only been imprisoned for so many years, but 


like a man who has found the only woman he ever wanted... 
and she’s supposedly off limits. 


Supposedly. 


| lean in closer tapping her skin with the end of my finger 
right where | would place my mark, my claim. 


“It could only be one of two things.” 


“Something symbolic?” she says softly as my face gets 
closer to hers. 


“Very symbolic, but not symbols or objects,” | say. 

God, I’m only a few inches from her now, her lips practically 
calling out to me. | feel the pressure of her chest against my 
forearm and | know she’s arching her back trying to will her 
lips to mine. 


She wants this. | want this. It must happen. 


“Artem’s, or better yet...mine," | say. 


CHAPTER 8 


Alice 


Just as quickly as his lips find mine and | find a kind of bliss 
I’ve never experienced before, the door comes flying open 
and she jerks her pants back up covering herself. 


“Hands in the air. Give us the girl,” the man in the black ski 
mask says. 


But there are two of them...and they both have guns. 


Artem slowly pulls his face back from mine and turns toward 
them, making direct eye contact which | would consider a 
bad thing. 


But this isn’t my turf, and | certainly don’t want to get 
dragged off to an even more unfamiliar place in a country | 
know so little about. 


“There is some money in the drawer. It is yours. Take it. 
Take it all,” he says. 


“Oh we'll take it all right. And we'll take her too,” the man 
says and as he smiles | can see his crooked disgusting teeth 
through the mouth hole in his mask. 


Fear shoots through me. | was so close to giving my first 
time to Artem and now this disgusting criminal wants to take 
it from me, likely in the back of some disgusting rape van or 
a hideout in the middle of nowhere. 


And when he’s done who’s to say he won't take my life. 
“Leave the girl out of this,” Artem says. 


“Oh yes. Out...and in and out and in,” the man says as he 
moves his hips back and forth in a sexual motion before he 
bursts out laughing. 


He turns back to look at his partner who is also laughing and 
Artem jumps from the stool next to the tattoo chair, 
dropping his tattoo gun, as he grabs the man’s gun hand 
and spins him all in one motion. 


The gun fires into the man by the door and then Artem kicks 
the man he’s holding right in the shin and points the gun 
upward and disposes of the second man. 


My hands are shaking and I’m in a complete state of shock. 


“There will be no more problems,” he says. “That was the 
last of them.” 


“Problems? They were trying to kill us! That’s more than a 
fucking problem,” | say. 


“This is Russia, not U.S.A. You must be tough, like your 
father, if you want to survive here. Never show fear. Never 
show weakness.” 

“My father is a lazy slob! ” | yell. 

A look crosses over Artem’s face as if | said something 
wrong, but | see him checking his own response...holding 
back. 


“What?” | ask 


“We must go now,” he says taking me by the arm and 
handing me my coat with his other. 


“You think?” 


CHAPTER 9 


Alice 


| throw myself onto my hotel room bed not ten minutes later. 


A big part of me, make that a huge part of me, is saying | 
should get on the next plane back home. 


This was a mistake that’s quickly spiraling into a complete 
disaster. 


| got what my dad wanted now | should get out. 


But another part of me, the most important part...my heart... 
knows | have to stay. 


Because of him. 


Words like charisma get thrown around a lot, but a man like 
Artem truly has it. 


There’s something about being with a dangerous man who 
always seems so calm that’s just so intoxicating, so 
captivating, and so irresistible. 


And it doesn’t hurt that he’s tall, dark, and handsome. 
But he’s not handsome in the magazine cover model guy 


kind of way. It’s so much more than that. It’s in an 
emotional way. 


In the way he carries himself. The self-confidence he 
exudes. And the way he touches me. 


And what’s up with the way he “touched” those two men? 


And then he drops me off at my hotel and tells me 
everything is fine and that he'll be back in less than one 
hour to check up on me? 


Is he going to go dispose of those two? | don’t even want to 
think about it. 


| had friends in high school who had boyfriends that told 
them they’d fight for their girlfriend, only to see them cower 
and run at the first sign of trouble, or even worse after they 
got the girl to give up what they wanted. 


Disgusting. 


Artem has only kissed me, so far, and he’s left a trail of three 
men behind him in the process. 


Isn’t he supposed to be a “bad guy?” 

Well he sure seems good to me. 

| think back to a movie | once watched. Right after | 
watched Eastern Promises | wanted to see something else 


that dealt with that kind of lifestyle. 


And wouldn't you know it | stumbled upon another Viggo 
Mortensen movie. This one was called A History of Violence. 


In the film a pair of petty criminals show up at a small town 
diner in the Midwest right at closing time. Mortensen says 
they’re closed, but after a few tense minutes they prepare to 


go on arampage, but Mortensen quickly disposes of the two 
men. 


Mortensen becomes a hero in town, but declines all the 
press coverage. He tries his best to be low key. 


Why? 


Because he’s actually a Philadelphia mobster who moved to 
this small town to start a new life, completely oblivious to 
his wife and children. 


It makes me wonder just how violent Artem’s past is, and if 
he’s really capable of leaving it all behind. 


And if that’s even possible, depending on the people from 
his past. 


These are questions | really need to consider if we’re going 
to have a future here. 


Today was crazy. | just landed here after a long flight and 
then all this stuff happens. 


Yes, | was provocative towards Artem, but | need to better 
consider the consequences of my actions. 


Artem treats me like a woman, not an eighteen-year-old little 
girl. 


I’ve always felt older than my age, more mature, but now 
that I’m in a position to test my beliefs | need to prove to 
myself just how mature | am. 


Because Artem has proven himself to be a man that | have 
very strong feelings for. Feelings | can’t deny and ones | 


know won't go away. 


The question is will | go away from this trip always 
wondering what could have been, or will | be an adult and 
go after what | want no matter the consequences? 


CHAPTER 10 


Alice 


The next day 


| felt like a kid in a candy store. Like the real Alice in 
Wonderland as we entered the Hermitage Museum three 
miles from my hotel. 


We'd started off the day late, as the jet lag set in and my 
body wasn’t asleep at this hour. 


After | was up, Artem came and picked me up and took me 
to a quaint little soot along the romantic banks of the 
Fontanka River for breakfast. 


After all the commotion and madness from yesterday I'd 
passed out in my bed without ever having tried that borsch 
yet. 


But our traditional Russian breakfast of kasha, a type of 
porridge made from different grains, butterbrots, which 
resembled a sandwich except there was only a single slice of 
bread with butter and ham on top, along with fried eggs and 
tvorog, which tasted a lot like cottage cheese, more than 
made up for it. 


And after such a full meal we continued along the Fontanka 
where he took my hand for the first time. 


We walked a bit more until we came to the absolutely 
beautiful Anichkov Bridge, which made me realize why Saint 


Petersburg is often referred to as The Paris of the East, and is 
thought of as a more European city than a Russian one. 


It’s true. Missing were the communist block buildings that | 
expected and instead the architecture reminded me more of 
a postcard with its mix of colors, bridges, and beautifully 
dressed people moving about. 


But when we got to the middle of the bridge Artem stopped 
our movement, turning me to face him. 


He looked at me and | couldn’t even tell it was a bit nippy 
outside because | was burning up inside. 


And then he leaned in and kissed me and that picture 
perfect postcard instantly became a reality. 


But now here | am back in my fantasy world, at The 
Hermitage Museum. 


It’s the second largest museum in the world, behind the 
Louvre in Paris. It’s so beautiful and majestic and it’s mind 
boggling to believe it opened to the public way back in 
1852. 


And the second we step inside we’re greeted by some cats, 
which the museum official tells us have become part of the 
museum itself. Apparently that cats that live on the premise 
have become equally as famous as some of the da Vinci's 
and Rembrandt’s which are housed inside. 


We enter the museum hand in hand, deciding to forgo the 
assistance of a guide. The ability to explore and discover as 
things come to us seems much more exciting, but | would 
like to Know where to start. 


| pull out my phone and check a few review sites, quickly 
settling on the one from the English daily newspaper The 
Telegraph. As an art lover and admirer of visual things, just 
reading the page about The Hermitage gives me goose 
bumps. 


The definitive guide to tackling the Hermitage 


The State Rooms of the Winter Palace are dazzling and form 
a logical part of any visit to the Hermitage Museum. But the 
museum’s art collection, which is displayed in the same 
building complex, is harder to get to grips with. Highlights 
range from a unique collection of seventh-century BC 
Scythian gold to some of Picasso’s great Blue Period 
paintings, and include an astonishing collection of 
Rembrandts, great paintings by Titian, Giorgione and 
Leonardo, Michelangelo’s unfinished sculpture of a 
crouching boy, and the best collection of English art in 
Continental Europe - including Gainsborough’s Woman in 
Blue - much of it acquired when Robert Walpole’s paintings 
were sold by his cash-strapped grandson. The museum is 
also exceptionally rich in Impressionist, post-lmpressionist 
and modernist paintings including many works by Monet, 
Cézanne, Van Gogh, Gauguin, Bonnard and Matisse. 


The range of the collection 

The art in the Hermitage represents, for the most part, the 
former imperial collection of the tsars, which began some 
300 years ago when Peter the Great began acquiring 
pictures and artifacts. It was hugely augmented in the late 
18th century by Catherine the Great who bought many of 
the key Renaissance paintings. Nicholas | opened the 
collection as a museum in 1852, but it only became a state 
museum, with access to all, after the 1917 revolution. 
During the Soviet era, some works were sold, but the 
collection was also strengthened as many more works were 


looted first from rich Russians and later from occupied 
Germany. Most of the Impressionist and modernist art was 
amassed after the Revolution and came principally from the 
collections of Ivan Morozov and Sergei Shchukin - two great 
Russian patrons in the years running up to the First World 
War. These paintings, once on the top floor of the main 
museum, are now on display in the new galleries of the 
General Staff building, on the other side of Palace Square. 


Getting your bearings 

Of all the world’s major museums, the Hermitage is 
probably the most confusing to find your way around at first, 
with about 400 rooms spread over three floors of five 
interlinked buildings. Many are closed or used as Offices, 
which creates confusions and dead ends, and there are 
literally miles of corridors. So the easiest way to get the 
hang of the collection is to visit floor by floor. Broadly 
speaking, you will then be able to tour the antiquities on the 
ground floor, then European paintings on the first and 
second. Whatever approach you take, however, you are 
bound to get lost at some point - it’s part of the fun. 


Visiting tactics 

There are often queues at the entrance both to get in and to 
buy a ticket. The latter queue can be avoided if you pay in 
advance on the museum website, though it is more 
expensive than the standard entrance ticket - $17.95 (£14) 
for one day or $22.95 (£18) for two days compared with £8 
standard entrance. The two-day ticket is good value 
however, and would allow you to, for example, visit the 
collection in the General Staff building on a separate day. 
The ticket is valid for first use up to 180 days after 
purchase. 


- The museum opens late (until 99m) on Wednesdays: turn 
up from about 4pm onwards and it will be much less 


crowded than usual and you will still have plenty of time to 
visit. 


- In late spring and summer visitor numbers are swollen by 
groups from cruise ships, so don’t rule out visiting in winter. 
There may be little daylight and it’s very cold, but there are 
very few tourists. 


- If you can, make two (or even three) shorter visits rather 
than try to see everything in a marathon session. There is 
simply too much to take in during in one go. 


- Beware of unofficial guides who hang around in the 
entrance halls or outside touting for business - it is doubtful 
whether they are well qualified or good value. If you want a 
private guide, arrange it through your tour operator or hotel. 


- Official group tours are organized by the Excursion Bureau 
(or Tour Office), which is in the entrance, and can be bought 
from the main ticket offices. Tours - some general, some 
themed - last about two hours and cost (in addition to the 
admission fee) from 250 rubles (£3.50) per person in groups 
of up to 25 people. Tours of the jewelry collection and the 
Scythian gold rooms cost from 350 rubles (£4.75). Bookings 
can also be made by telephone on 007 812 571 8446. 


- The main café and an Internet café are not far from the 
entrance on the ground floor and serve reasonably good 
snacks and drinks if you need a break during a long visit. 


More information 

The Hermitage website (hermitagemuseum.org) has high- 
quality virtual tours of some of the most famous rooms, a 
planning tool and a good selection of works viewable online. 


How much? 


The adult entrance fee is 600 rubles (£8) if bought directly 
from the ticket office. The museum is free on the first 
Thursday of every month, but expect far longer queues. 


Opening hours 
Daily, from 10.30am to 69m (9pm on Wednesdays). Last 
admission one hour before closing time. 


| have no idea who Nick Trend, the man who wrote this 
piece, is, but | love the fact that he has a section called 
“Visiting Tactics.” 


It makes me feel like I’m about to enter a museum in the 
middle of the Cold War or something. Plus any museum that 
you need “tactics” to see, must have a lot of items inside. 


And they do as I quickly learn they have the largest 
collection of paintings in the entire world. 


The next few hours absolutely fly by as Artem and | look at, 
and discuss, pieces together at times and get totally 
separated at others. 


Then again we’re never truly separated. In the moments 
when he’s not within my sight and | look for him, he just 
suddenly appears out of some corner or from behind a wall 
to ask me if everything is okay, to give me a hug, ora kiss. 


It’s like he’s watching me from a far...protecting me...letting 
everyone know not to mess with me, not that | would expect 
that in a museum but then again this trip has had more than 
a few unexpected moments already. 


“The museum closes soon,” he says as he takes my hand. 


“| don’t want this to end,” | say. 


“It doesn’t have to...ever,” he says with a long look into my 
eyes. 


| nod. “Good,” | say. “Let’s see what else we can until it 
closes.” 


We move towards a painting and | read the small note next 
to it that says it’s called Madonna Litta. 


Most scholars attribute it to da Vinci, but there’s thought 
that one of his pupils such as Giovanni Antonio Boltraffio or 
Marco d'Oggiono may have had a large hand themselves in 
completing it. 


That knowledge, and the picture itself, puts two very strong 
thoughts immediately into my head. 


Does it really matter who gets the credit, when you work as 
a team? As long as both artists, or all if there were more 
than two, enjoyed what they were doing and the 
collaboration then does the name matter? 


Translation...would | take a man’s last name one day if we 
were to come together to start a family? 


And the picture itself inspires the second though. 


The painting shows a woman with a suckling baby. Scholars 
believe that before the moment that is depicted she’d just 
decided to finish breastfeeding but the child wasn’t ready so 
she continued. 


Isn’t that what life’s all about? The beauty of the child and 
the connection to family. How that woman put her own 


thoughts, needs, and who knows what else aside as she 
gave that child what it wanted. 


And what did that child want? 


Nothing more than nourishment from its mother. To be 
held. To be loved. To experience that connection. 


And for the first time in my life | feel a motherly instinct 
awaken in me. 


“Everything okay?” Artem says. 

“Yeah, sorry,” | say realizing | was so focused on the painting 
that | was zoning out. | had no idea what was going on in 
the world around me. 


| squeeze his hand tighter, not exactly sure why. 


“You were looking at it along time. You were studying it 
very thoroughly. It was almost as if you saw yourself in it.” 


He’s definitely perceptive and observant to say the least. 


“That was intense,” | say. “Are those some sculptures | see 
just up around the corner?” 


“Yes. Let’s go check them out.” 


We make our way to the sculptures and with thoughts of 
motherhood, childbirth, and having a family of my own still 
swirling around in my head | see a very beautiful white 
sculpture of Italian artist Antonio Canova. 


It’s the three daughters of Zeus. There are Euphrosyne, 
Aglaea, and Thalia in a work that is typical for the 


neoclassical era. The entire statue is carved from one whole 
piece of white marble and their skin is smooth as silk. 


It’s absolutely beautiful and timeless, and titled “The Three 
Graces,” but there’s one line on the description that hits me 
the hardest. 


Apparently the work “challenged the concepts of beauty and 
how women should be depicted.” 


Times change, but in some ways they stay the same. 


These days there is still a lot of challenges posed to the 
modern woman and how she wants to display her own 
beauty, both inner and outer. Women seem more free and 
more and more women are treating their bodies like the 
works of arts I’ve seen here today...| Know I’m one with my 
tattoo and my desire to tan myself in the warm Miami sun. 


And I think about how I’m from the West, but right now I’m 
in the East. | can see things from both perspectives and see 
how maybe, just maybe I can combine the best of both 
worlds to form a perfect future for myself. 


The traditional ways that are still common in Russia and in 
some parts of Miami, with the glitz and glamour of South 
Beach and the modern woman who wants it all...a family 
and a career. 

“You're drifting away again,” | hear Artem say. 


| instinctively, yet subconsciously, give his hand a squeeze 
again and pucker up. 


We kiss. 


“I'm drifting away in this fantasyland you’re providing me,” | 
say. “Thank you.” 


A security guard approaches us and apparently after hearing 
us Speaking in English says, “I’m sorry, but you and this fine 
lady must make your way to the exits now.” 


“Fine lady?” Artem growls. | see his eyes change and his 
nostrils flare. “You need to find your own /ady,” he says his 
upper body quickly inching towards the big security guard 
to the point he’s practically lunging at him. 


| pull back on his hand, but I’m much, much too small to 
have any kind of effect...physically that is. 


But Artem steps back closer to me, putting his arm around 
me, claiming me, as the man raises his palms in surrender. 


“I’m sorry,” he says. “Please take your time,” he finishes 
before scurrying off. 


“Now it’s my turn to ask,” | say. “Are you okay?” 
“No.” 
“No?” 


“This fine lady? That’s no way to refer to living breathing 
beauty that is more beautiful than any of these timeless 
creations inside this museum. One day your picture and 
your sculpture will be here and people will pay to come from 
all around the world to see it, or it could be, but | won’t allow 
it. Because you are mine, for my eyes and your ears are for 
my words, just as mine are for you. He needs to find his own 
woman before he finds himself in a world of trouble when | 


step outside and show him another kind of white marble... 
my fists.” 


“It’s okay. Let’s go,” | say and watch as Artem stares at that 
man until he’s completely out of view. 


We leave the museum and Artem takes in a deep breath. 
“| feel better now,” he says. 


“The air out here by the river is so fresh,” I say. “It makes me 
feel better too,” | say taking in a deep breath. 


“It has nothing to do with the river,” he says. “I don’t even 
notice it. All | smell is the sweet smell coming from your 
silky smooth skin,” he says. 


| don’t know if the romanticism of the museum has gotten 
into him or what, but those words are too powerful to resist. 


Not that | ever had a choice when he pulls me in and kisses 
me hard on the most romantic street in Saint Petersburg, the 
Palace Embankment which changes its name to the English 
Embankment just a few steps away. 


And with an address of Palace Square number two it’s more 
than fitting that | feel like his queen, and he is my king. 


CHAPTER 11 


Alice 


Part of the complex of buildings that houses the Hermitage 
Museum also houses the Winter Palace, which was from 
1732 to 1917 the official residence of the Russian monarch. 


And when Artem opens the door of a historical horse-drawn 
Carriage that practically seemed to be waiting on us just in 
front of the Winter Palace | myself feel like a modern day 
monarch. 


The horse-drawn carriage leads us across the 
Blagoveshchenskiy to Vasilyevsky Island, which serves as a 
large part of the city’s historic center. We get lost in a shot 
or two of vodka, holding hands as we walk down the 
beautifully lit streets when we're not jumping on and off the 
quaint trams, and just generally enjoying life to its fullest. 


The contrast between the brisk air that would be even colder 
were it not for the vodka, and the heat I’m used to in Miami, 
are striking. 


Not to mention back home I'm often alone and here I’m with 
him. This possessive inked man with a bit of a jealous 
streak, or maybe more than a bit, and a possessive attitude 
that it barbaric and savage in ways, but also brutally honest 
and refreshing. 


| feel like there’s no games here. Even I was guilty when | 
first met Artem. | was a bit sarcastic in my jokes and it just 
doesn’t translate. | chalk it up to learned societal behavior 


and am quickly learning | prefer this much more direct 
approach to life and relationships better. 


“Hurry, we must get back on the horse,” Artem says. 
“Because we fell off the wagon?” | ask. 
“| don’t understand.” 


| explain to Artem how | almost never drink and what “falling 
off the wagon” means. He gives me a genuine laugh and it’s 
the first time I’ve seen him act so...freely. 


As we get back into the carriage | ask him about it. 


He explains that in Russian culture you save your smiles and 
then when you deliver one it carries much more weight. He 
explains how they can always spot a foreigner because 
they’re smiling for no reason. 


| laugh and think about the idea of being positive and how it 
can make others positive around you, but shelf the idea. No 
point in a deep conversation now, plus Artem seems very 
positive about us...and I'd like to see just how deep this 
relationship can go. 


Tonight. 


As we approach Blagoveshchenskiy Bridge | see Artem look 
at his watch. 


“What’s going on?” 
“This bridge is a drawing bridge. It opens at 1:25 in the 


morning so the river traffic can pass...and it stays open until 
2:50 a.m. Then there’s a twenty-five minute period where it 


closes, allowing taxis coming across from the city’s 
nightspots before it opens again at 3:15. And then it stays 
open again from 3:15 until 5:00 a.m. 


“A drawing bridge? I’ve never seen one?” 


“You are going to very soon. Either in front of us, which will 
be bad, or behind us, which will be good. It’s all about 
timing. And luck. And with you | always have luck on my 
side. Now kiss me for good luck,” he says. 


| don’t have to be asked twice as | lean in and taste the 
alcohol on his lips, or is it mine. His warm breath is just as 
intoxicating as the alcohol we had as I hear the clack of the 
horseshoes pick up pace and | realize it’s going to be close. 


Artem yells something to the driver in Russian who quickly 
responds back followed by another comment from Artem. 


“What did he say?” 

“He said we can make it. | told him we must.” 

“We can just get the next one, right? If we don’t get it 
before it closes at 1:25 we can get it again when it closes 


again at 2:50. That’s in only about an hour and a half.” 


“It’s not about that. You know | will keep you safe. | would 
never endanger you.” 


“What is it then?” 
“When | see something | want I never hesitate. Life is too 


Short. If you do not learn this as a man by age thirty-eight | 
do not think you will ever learn it,” he says as his fingers 


slide through the sides of my hair and around my head, 
pulling my face back into his as we kiss passionately. 


The driver yells something and Artem’s lips come off mine as 
he replies with one word. | miss the void of his lips on mine 
and want to taste him again, but my heart is not only 
beating fast because of his kiss, but because of the 
adventure of being with him provides. 

“We're going to make it?” 

“We already did.” 


“What? How did we get across that fast?” 


“Two minutes isn’t particularly fast,” he says. “With a car it 
would have never been in doubt.” 


“Two minutes?” 
“You lost track of time as well? | thought it was just me.” 


| give him a genuine smile again and lean into him, burying 
my head into his chest. 


“I lost track of time the moment you grabbed me at that 
metro track,” | say. 


“And now there is only one time for me,” he says. 
“What time is that?” | say. 
“The times we are together. Everything else is a complete 


waste of my life, and I will not tolerate this,” he says just 
before his lips crash right back down onto mine. 


And at this point | have to agree. There are moments like 
these in life, and then there’s everything else. 


And I’ve only ever experienced moments like these with 
him. 


And if he’s this good at kissing, and this skilled at making 
me feel so excited for hours on end, then | know that it’s 
time for a different kind of experience. 


The kind I’ve never had, but have been saving for that 
perfect someone. 


That someone who | was never sure if he’d actually come. 
Well he didn’t just come. He’s rescued my life twice, shown 
me some of the most beautiful artwork in the world and a 
load of other things. 

Now I want to see the art that decorates his body. 

While I lie on my back running my hands across his bare 


muscles as | watch him and feel him please me in a way | 
know only he can. 


CHAPTER 12 


Alice 


After we make it across the bridge just a couple minutes 
later we’re crossing the Potseluev Bridge or the “Bridge of 
Kisses” that crosses the Moika River near the famous 
Mariinsky Theater. 


The name for the bridge came about in the eighteenth 
century because a merchant named Potseluev lived nearby 
and ran a tavern called Potselui, which translates to “a kiss.” 


It’s become a popular place for newlyweds to go there to 
take a photo with Saint Isaac's Cathedral in the 

background. The superstition is that you kiss and then 
attach a padlock to the bridge with your names. Supposedly 
the longer the kiss on the bridge, the longer the couple 
remains happy. 


And Artem had the horse-drawn carriage stopped for a very 
long time. 


After the bridge we make our way back to my hotel and 
Artem quickly exits the horse-drawn carriage and before | 
know what’s happening his hands are on my hips and he’s 
lifting me up and out like | weigh next to nothing. 


The way he maneuvers me around like a ragdoll makes me 
think of all the ways he could move me just upstairs in my 
room...on my bed...against the wall, and anywhere else that 
we could think of. 


As he sets my feet down he places me so close that our 
bodies brush and my breath catches. 


He pays the man and then takes my hand walking me up to 
the hotels door. 


And at this moment I’m ready for him to continue walking. 
Not to stop. To just take me to my room and then take me in 
another way...any and every way we can think of until the 
sun comes up. 


“Thank you for taking me to the museum, and the island, 
and the bridges, and all your kisses, and the way you 
handled that man,” | say, the alcohol making me ramble a 
bit. I’m kind of surprised it only took two shots to get me 


tipsy. 


He moves in closer and runs his fingers through my hair 
before gently bringing his fingers back and curling a loose 
lock of hair back behind my ear. 


Despite all the kisses we’d already had today and tonight all 
| could think about is how much | wanted one more, and how 
quickly | wanted one to turn into three and then four and 
then... 


But he didn’t move. He just stood there still as one of the 
sculptures we saw today as he stared down into my eyes. 


| rose up on my tiptoes pressing the matter forward, 
desperate for what | wanted, and then his mouth came 
crashing down on mine hard. 


His hands pulled me in closer and | could feel his desire 
pressing hard against my stomach. My nipples instantly 
pebbled and | felt my pussy getting wetter by the second. 


“It’s taking the will of one thousand Spetsnaz soldiers, our 
Russian special forces, not to go up to your room right now. 
To grab you and carry you up there like the princess you are, 
but when the sun rises you would no longer be a princess. 
You would be my queen. You have no idea how much | want 
that. How much I need that. But | need to do this right. 
We've been drinking and that’s not the time to make 
decisions that change the course of one’s life...and in this 
case two.” 


He pauses before starting up again. “And you already have 
changed the course of my life. You can believe that when | 
tell you, just as you can always trust anything that comes 
from my lips.” 


“But | want this,” | say. 


He makes a point to pull me in closer and | feel his need 
poking me like a steel pipe. “I want it too. | need it. I’m 
going to be in so much pain tonight, for more reasons than 
you can even know. But tomorrow is another day. A special 
day. And I will prepare some special things so that we have 
a day, and a night, to remember forever. And tomorrow we'll 
be at our full mental and physical capacities so nothing will 
be dulled by alcohol. We'll feel everything, and as you can 
tell right now...there is a lot to feel.” 


“It feels like you want me,” | say. 
A growl that sounds like it started in the pit of his stomach 
and then worked it’s way up before exiting his lips fills the 


air. It’s deep, guttural, and primal. 


“You have no idea how badly | want you,” he says as he 
brings the tip of his index finger to my mouth. “But we 


cannot talk about this right now. It’s not right. But 
tomorrow, it will be perfect...just like you.” 


| felt my head nodding, just wanting to agree with him, 
wanting to be on the same page again like we have been all 
day. 


But inside | was dying. | wanted him inside me so bad, so 
much. 


“Good night,” he says and he turns and disappears into the 
darkness of the night. 


CHAPTER 13 


Artem 
The next morning 
| tap my foot against the floor as | sit in the lobby waiting for 
her. I’d called her room earlier and we’d agreed on a time to 
meet, but still | was ready and waiting a half an hour early. 
Even if she was just one minute early, the twenty-nine 
minutes | would wait for her would be more than worth that 


extra minute. 


| wanted to spend not only every minute with her, but every 
second. 


| hate the word desperate, but | was desperate to see her 
this morning. 


| couldn’t think, stepping into my pants backwards for the 
first time in my life just a few minutes ago. Pouring hot 
water in a cup with no coffee. 

It was like | couldn’t function without her. 


And that’s scary, except that it’s beautiful too. 


To realize one person on this earth can make you feel things 
that no one else ever did, ever can, or ever will. 


That there’s only one person who’s truly meant for you. 


And I’ve found her. The circumstances of the way we met 
are strange, and there will be more challenges with her 
father, but there’s no going back. 


I know what | want and | want her. 
And | will have her. 


Suddenly | catch her out of the corner of my eye from a 
distance as she’s at the other end of the lobby. 


And just as she turns the corner | see Vladimir Kovalev, our 
most famous Russian ice hockey player step in front of her. 


He has a look in his eyes that tells me he’s going to try and 
charm her. He probably thinks she’s just another girl who 
knows who he is and will gladly go up to his room for a 
session in the sack before the hotel has even finished 
serving breakfast. 


But the only serving he’s going to get this morning is my fist 
if he doesn’t back up. 


I’m up from my chair and making my way towards them 
quickly. 


| feel like a lion, moving swiftly across the African plains 
ready to make a kill. | don’t even care if my prey can see me 
because I’m so angry, so hungry, that l'II still chase it down 
and end it. Let it know it made the worst mistake of its life 
by coming into my territory and trying to take what’s mine. 


We may be humans and play these charades in fancy hotels 
and things like that, but deep down we’re still territorial and 
possessive creatures and he’s on my turf right now because 
anywhere in this world where she sets foot instantly 


becomes my territory. My place to protect her. My place to 
provide her enjoyment and the time of her life. 


And he’s not going to enjoy this one bit. 


“I can show you around the city. I’m sure | know more about 
it and | have a staff and cars we can take. You don’t need to 
wait on anyone else to provide a tour...and one that will be 
lackluster no doubt.” 


“Lackluster like your last season,” | say as | bring my hand 
down hard on his shoulder spinning him around. 


| don’t even want him looking at my woman let alone talking 
to her. 


“Go back to trying to score on the ice, Vladimir. You can’t 
even do that right now.” 


“| was just offering the lady all the things you can’t,” he 
says, obviously perturbed and trying to play the rich guy 
game. 


Little does he know. 


“She’s not interested in a small dick, camel breath, and a 
receding hairline,” | say going with the insults | know will hit 
the man hardest. 


And he’s lucky | don’t hit him for real. He’s my size and 
weight, and a professional athlete, but there’s a big 
difference between someone who has experience fighting on 
the ice and someone who’s gone toe to toe with some of the 
world’s deadliest men in prison. 


Vladimir looks into my eyes and | lunge forward at him 
showing my teeth and growling. 


He jumps back and then readjusts his suit before pivoting on 
his brown brogues and making his way in the other 
direction. 


| notice the staff has been discreetly watching this and that 
possessive gene inside me just rips through my veins and | 
grab my woman and give her an aggressive kiss good 
morning. 


“Wow! That’s one way to start the day,” she says. 


“Kissing you is the only way | ever want to start my day, but 
| will fight each and every challenger for your hand until the 
day | die if | have to...but | won’t.” 


“Why’s that?” 


“Because soon you will have a symbol that shows the world 
you are mine.” 


“The tattoo?” 


“For starters, but I’m thinking something much more 
grandiose, opulent, extravagant and something that no one 
will miss. And let’s go before we miss the first thing | have 
planned for today.” 


“What do you have planned?” she asks as | take her hand 
and walk her towards the lobby. 


“The events don’t matter. They will be fun, but we would 
have fun in a cardboard box together. All that matters is 
we're doing them together.” 


She leans into my arm and goes from holding my hand to 
wrapping her arm around mine. 


Good. The whole city will see that she’s mine. And soon the 
whole world will know. 


CHAPTER 14 


Alice 


That evening 


We walk out of the Mariinsky Theater as the entire crowd is 
still buzzing from the opera performance we just heard. 


And I can’t believe the seats that Artem was able to get. 
They literally said “Emperor’s Box” on them. 


Back home they have what? VIP seating, press box, suites, 
things like that. 


Emperor’s Box? Talk about a fairy tale. 
And he’s made me feel like an empress this entire day. 


We started off at the Peterhof Grand Palace, which was built 
to outshine Versailles. He told me it’s wasn’t a true palace 
until | stepped foot inside. 


Then we went to a Matryoshka Master Class, where we 
painted Russian nesting dolls. He told me I was his doll and 
he wanted to “paint” my body with his tongue. 


Then we took a canal tour on a beautiful, small boat. He told 
me there are over eight hundred bridges in Saint Petersburg, 
and promised to kiss me on all of them. 


Then we had lunch, where | had caviar for the first time. He 
promised to bring it to me every day for the rest of my life if 


| wanted. 
And we still weren’t done. 


Then we went to Nabokov Museum which honors Vladimir 
Nabokov, the author of Lolita. But what I didn’t know was 
that he was a very active collector of butterflies and his 
research was actually very well respected. Apparently there 
are at least five hundred and seventy known mentions of 
butterflies in his work and more than twenty species of 
butterflies have been named after his fictional characters. 
And then Artem named me “His Butterfly.” And he told me 
that while Lolita was about an older man and a younger 
woman that there would be no angst between us. He said as 
someone who’s experienced a lot he would share what he’d 
learned in life with me and always make sure | could soar 
high, and spread my beautiful wings...like a butterfly. 


He really blows me away with how romantic he can be in this 
most romantic of cities. 


And I was also blown away by the pipes on those opera 
singers. Wow, those ladies can really hit some high notes. 


But now that it’s night, and after how last night ended, all 
I’m thinking about is how | want to hit some high notes 
myself...as | scream out his name in ecstasy. 

“So what do you have planned next?” | ask. 

He pauses, turning to me as he squares up our bodies. 

He takes my hips in both hands and moves us out of the way 


of the exiting crowd and underneath the beautiful yellowish 
glow of a light on the entrance to the theater. 


“You remember our visit to The Hermitage yesterday?” 
“Of course. It’s something l'Il never forget.” 


“There is something there they do not tell you. When the 
Nazi’s invaded Russia in 1941 their Blitzkrieg destroyed 
many of our works of art...our historic treasures. So when 
the time came, in 1945, when Russia was conquering 
Germany, the Red Army took a team of experts called the 
Trophy Brigades to take art for Soviet museums. It’s 
estimated that we took two point six million pieces. Our 
museums have a tradition of exhibiting stolen art. Of course 
the descendants of those who the art belonged to are angry 
and distressed. For instance we saw paintings from Picasso’s 
Cubist period yesterday. They were collected by Russians 
who were once rich enough to spend their winters in France 
and then would take their purchased artwork home. These 
items were acquired too.” 


“| don’t understand what that has to do with our plans for 
what we’re going to do now.” 


“Everything, because this tradition of taking what we want 
isin my blood. It doesn’t matter the consequences or who 
I’m taking it from.” 


My heart picks up rapidly as | finally start to grasp exactly 
what he’s saying. 


“When you were born you belonged to your father and your 
mother. You were theirs. But not anymore. You are mine 
now. | am going to take you forever and display you just as 
proudly,” he says. 


He takes my hand and then takes a knee. 


“Alice, my beautiful butterfly. | told you today our Grand 
Palace wasn’t truly a palace until you stepped inside. And 
that is true. In Russia we do not wear engagement rings, 
only wedding rings. This is better because it moves us 
closer to where | want us to be already...together, side by 
side, forever.” 


My hand is shaking. | can barely concentrate on his words. 


“This ring was worn on the hand of one of Russia’s most 
loved empresses. | saw it and knew that the only woman 
who was fit to wear it now was you. | did not take this ring, 
but instead it was given to me as a gift this morning. But 
the only gift | want in this life is the gift of your love, so | 
place this ring at the tip of your finger wanting nothing more 
than to slide it on and show the whole world that not only 
are you an empress, but that you are mine. 


You've made me the happiest man on the face of the earth. 
Now, there are only two more things | ask you to make me... 
a family, and before that your husband. 


Will you marry me?” 
| feel like the whole world is spinning as we stand outside 
the most beautiful theater I’ve ever seen in the most 


beautiful city I’ve ever seen. 


And the beauty with which this man just proposed to me has 
literally taken my breath away. 


| don’t have to look or listen to see and hear the energy of 
the crowd that has gathered around us awaiting my reply. 


If I’m honest with myself | left my home country as a child, 
and after experiencing this beauty and elegance of Europe, 


and spending this incredible time with Artem and feeling 
true love for the first time | now feel like I’m a young woman. 


And | don’t feel, | Know, that | am his. 

And | want to be his forever. 

“Yes,” | say softly with tears forming in my eyes. 

Artem flashes a rare smile, one he’s no doubt been saving 
for this moment. And that makes it all the more genuine, 


memorable, and able to melt my heart like he always does. 


He slides the ring on my finger and then scoops me up in his 
arms to the delight of the polite crowd who claps. 


And of course what is waiting right out in front? 

A horse-drawn carriage. 

He places me gently inside and then slides in next to me. 
“My Alice,” he says staring at me like I’m more beautiful 
than the priceless wedding band he’s just graced my hand 


with. 


“My Artem,” | say. 


CHAPTER 15 


Artem 


After a very short carriage ride | emerge with her still in my 
arms. 


| carry her past the white columns that are matched to 
imperial-yellow walls and into the Four Seasons Hotel Lion 
Palace, the absolute best place to lay your head for the night 
in all of Saint Petersburg. 


But laying our heads on their perfect pillow won’t be 
because we're tired. 


The moment we're through the door | kick it shut behind me, 
my manners suddenly gone. 


“This is our engagement night and | want nothing more than 
to be a gentleman with you, Butterfly.” | say as | look down 
at her in my arms. 


“I want to give you all the romance and tender love making 
you deserve...but you know how badly | want you and how 
long we've waited. It’s not just hard to wait any longer. It’s 
impossible.” 


“It is impossible. Take me,” she says and | feel my nostrils 
flare as | hear myself inhaling deep, getting enough oxygen 
to my body to make me perform like a world champion 
athlete...for her. Because this is going to be both a sprint 
and an all night marathon. 


“If I told you what it meant for me to take you, it would scare 
you,” | Say. 


“I don’t care. | want to feel only the way you can make me 
feel. And I want to feel everything, every emotion, every 
rush, every ounce of your power,” she says, but there’s no 
way she can really understand what her words mean...and 
how much she’s pushing me towards a very dangerous edge 
right now that I’m teetering on the brink of...one I’m so close 
to falling over and taking her with me. 


| feel like a wild beast right now...like one of those marble 
lions that guard the front of the hotel and became so famous 
they were featured in an 1833 poem called The Bronze 
Horseman. 


How appropriate. 


Because my cock feels hard as bronze and | swear I’ve never 
been this hung in my life. 


There’s a level of length that my dick has been before and 
that was surpassed a long time ago, because of her. It’s like 
my cock has an extra gear, and extra setting, just for her. 


It’s demanding | mate with her now. 


| lie her out on the bed and then grip the back of the chair 
next to it with both hands as I try and inhale more air. 


“Was | that heavy?” she asks. 
“It has nothing to do with that. I’m just so damn fired up 


right now I can hardly breathe. | need more oxygen in my 
blood. My blood is already pumping hot and hard and | want 


it to pump even faster to match the speed with which this is 
about to happen.” 


“It’s like you’re preparing for an athletic event.” 


“Call it a performance,” | say letting go of the chair and 
standing up straight, “of pleasure.” 


She looks at me as she begins undressing removing her 
Shirt. 


“Tell me what you want on your engagement night. | want 
to know all your fantasies, your desires, your secrets.” 


“I don’t think I want to say that out loud,” she says. 


“Tell me,” I demand. | need to know what she’s thinking and 
what she’s thinking about feeling. To understand fully what 
she desires and then to give it to her beyond what she could 
have even imagined in her wildest dreams. 


| move in closer to her running my hand along her jeans, 
moving a single index finger across her thigh before moving 
it in between her legs and swiping it quickly across the 
crotch of her pants. 


“Tell me what you want...right there,” | say staring her pussy 
down. 


“You. Inside me,” she says. 
| moan, but it quickly turns to a groan and then | tip my 
head back and practically howl inside this five-star hotel like 


a wolf at the moon. 


| take her chin in my palm and tilt her head up at me. 


“How do you want me in there?” 


“Hard and fast,” she says and | inhale through clenched 
teeth. Damn | want to be gentle with her, to treat her like 
the royalty that she is even though | never considered 
myself a romantic kind of guy, but dammit! She’s 
demanding | do exactly what’s on my mind...because it’s on 
hers too. “But most importantly all | want is you,” she says. 


My hand moves around from her chin and my fingers move 
along her cheek before sliding back around her head. 


Her lips part and | watch as she swallows hard. 

“You want me hard and fast?” 

She nods. 

“You think you can have me hard and fast?” 

“|I need you hard and fast,” she says. 

“Well then that’s exactly what you’re going to get,” | say and 
my hands shoot in and grab her pants, yanking her from the 
bed and onto her feet as | make quick work of her belt 
buckle, and then the buttons that serve as a modern day 
lock on the treasure that is mine. 

| yank her pants down to her mid knee and she falls straight 
back onto the bed on her butt which allows me to yank them 
clean off and then | discard them erratically to the side. 

| feel my cock pulsing, my pupils dilating, my muscles 


flexing as every part of me is focused on taking her and 
making her mine. 


“Spread your legs for me, Butterfly,” | say as | make quick 
work of my own pants and my shirt soon follows. 


She gets into position on her back and | watch as her knees 
go wide on the pristine white sheets. 


| swear | can smell her desire and her fear. | really ama 
fucking animal. 


| move onto the bed quickly placing my hands on the insides 
of her knees opening her up even more for me as | bury my 
face right against her panties. 


| stick my nose right in her middle and move my head up, 
grinding it into her as | inhale a deep, intoxicating breath of 
her scent with my eyes closed and my cock begging to open 
and fill her with my juices. 


She moans slightly and | swear | could come just from that, 
but not yet. 


| bring my nose back down through her lips again feeling the 
moisture from her black lace panties seep through and cover 
my face. 

“Are you ready for me to do more than just smell your 
sweetness?” | ask, Knowing the answer before the question 
even began. 

“Yes. | want you to touch me,” she says. 


“Where,” | say. 


“Everywhere.” 


“Show me,” | say extending my hand toward her. She takes 
it quickly and puts the tip of my index finger against her lips 
and a second later my entire finger is no longer visible as 
she sucks its length. 


She slides my finger from her mouth and brings it down, 
rubbing it right across the middle of her panties and then 
brings it up to my mouth. 


| immediately suck her sweet juices into my mouth, 
swallowing them like they’re the fountain of youth or some 
magical elixir that will give me eternal life. 


And that’s exactly how | feel right now. More alive than | 
ever have. 


And do I ever want to put a life inside her tonight. To fill her 
until she literally wakes up tomorrow pregnant with my 
child. Our child. 


“You know how good you taste,” | ask. 


She brings my hand back down to her panties, but this time 
she doesn’t rub it along the outside of her panties. 


She moves my hand underneath her frilly waistband and | 
feel my finger moving along her soft skin before it finds her 
engorged clit. 


She rubs herself three times with my hand and then 
carefully removes my hand from her panties making sure my 
finger doesn’t drag along her skin on the way out. 


Once removed she brings it to my lips and | lunge for it with 
an even greater hunger than before. 


“How did | taste that time?” she asks as my eyes roll back in 
my head. | move my hand out and take in a deep breath of 
air through my nose as my head falls all the way back before 
spring forward. 

“Like heaven,” | say. 

“|I wouldn’t kKnow...no one would but you,” she says. 


My eyes open wide at her confession...the words | already 
expected. 


“It’s my first time,” she says. 
“For everything?” 


“Fverything. No one’s even seen my body before you. 
You're going to be the first,” she says. 


“And only,” | say before the words are even fully out of her 
mouth. 


“The only one,” she repeats. 

| just stare at her taking in the sight of her as she lies there 
before me. I’m so damn close to seeing something no one 
on this earth has ever seen and never will. And I’m the first 
and last man who will ever be with her. 


“You’re not saying anything. Are you...okay with that? I’m 
sorry if | can’t —” 


| raise a finger and place it on her lips. 


“Shhhh. The only thing you can’t do is ever make me angry, 
because one look in those beautiful brown eyes of yours and 


| immediately fall right back in love with you all over again.” 


She rises up off the bed throwing her arms around me and 
hugs me with everything she’s got. 


“Thank you,” she says and we kiss. 

“Tell me you want me to be your first,” | say. 

Her body goes back down on the bed. 

“| want you to be my first.” 

“Tell me you need me to be your first.” 

“I need you to be my first, and my only,” she says. 

Just knowing I’m about to feel her for the first time. Knowing 
| may not be able to go as hard and as fast as | want even 
though that’s what my body is demanding because of her 


beauty and her words. 


Knowing how wet she is. I’ve felt her desire on my face and 
tasted it in my mouth. 


| run my hand along the outside of her leg and feel her leg 
muscle flex slightly. 


“Are you nervous?” | ask. 

“Eager.” 

“Then maybe | should make you wait until you can’t wait 
anymore,” | say running my hand back up her leg and then 


back down it, but this time all the way down to her foot 
where | massage her instep. 


“| don’t want you to ever take your hands off me. You know 
just where to put them and just how to touch me,” she says. 


“Because | want my hands on you. Because! want to touch 
you. All of you...and not just the outside.” 


| lower her foot back down to the bed and slide in closer 
watching as her chest moves up and down. 


My mind fills with questions. How wet is she going to be 
when | peel those panties off her. How pink will her pussy 
be? How much of me will she be able to take? How long can 
she last? How long can | last? 


| move my hand down to her pussy and place my palm flat 
on it, feeling her lips pressing back through the feminine 
lace fabric. 


“This is mine,” | say. “It belongs to me. To my hand. To my 
fingers. To my mouth. To my cock. To all of me.” 


“Only you,” she says. 


“And this,” | say taking my cock in my other hand, “belongs 
to you.” 


CHAPTER 16 


Alice 


| reach for his palm pulling it from my pussy. 
“You feel so perfect on me, but | need to feel you in me.” 


“I’m going to make you moan when I do. Make you call out 
my name. Make you ask for more and I’m going to give you 
more,” he says. 


And right on command | do moan. 


“That’s just the beginning,” he says. “I'll have you moaning 
until | hear my name, and then l'Il go deeper until I’m 
coming inside you so deep we'll be naming our first child in 
nine months to the day.” 


| could feel my pussy so ready for him. l’d already soaked 
through my panties and onto the sheet. My clit was 
throbbing. If he would have kissed me just right, nibbled on 
my ear, or looked at me another second | felt like | would 
climax on command. 


“| need you inside me, Artem,” | say reaching for his hips 
trying to bring his body down closer to mine. 


But he’s too big, too powerful, and too strong. He’s like an 
immovable rock, or make that a boulder. Marble maybe 
even, like the sculptures we’ve been seeing these last two 
days. 


And it’s kind of scary how quickly this has all happened, how 
the build-up has been so fast and furious but the best part is 
| know it’s going to last forever. 


Call me crazy, but | can just feel it. 


And as | run my fingertips along his skin, feeling him, | feel 
my need reach an uncontrollable level. 


| grab at the front of his boxers yanking them toward me and 
watching as his giant cock springs forward. 


Watching as his abdominals flex. Watching all that ink on 
his body move as his muscles tighten underneath the 
artwork that is Artem. 


“Inside me Artem. | need you inside me.” 


| could feel sweat pooling in my cleavage as my chest 
heaved up and down. 


And suddenly he slides out of his boxers and is completely 
nude next to me on the bed as he reaches for my panties 
tearing them in half and yanking them out from underneath 
my ass and then bringing them up to his nose balled up in 
his hand and takes a deep breath. 


“This is what paradise smells like. Your pussy,” he says and 
he carefully sets my panties on the table as if they're a 
souvenir he’s going to put as the first exhibit in his own 
museum...dedicated to me. 


The second they make contact with the wooden table he’s 
diving onto the bed and his tongue dives right up my middle 
and right on command | do exactly what he said | would. 


“Artem! ” | yell as my back comes completely off the bed as 
my body is only supported by my feet and my neck as I arch 
my entire body to his face, begging him to drink from me 
like a cup. 


| hear my heartbeat in between my ears as he takes my bud 
in his mouth and rolls it slightly before flicking it rapidly 
over and over and over again. 


| grit my teeth and moan. 


“You taste so good, Butterfly,” he says and my tongue shoots 
through my lips licking them, tasting the salt on my skin. 
The salt that has dripped onto my mouth because my body 
is at more of a vertical angle now than a horizontal one. 


Suddenly my hips come out of their contraction and my ass 
falls back to the bed, but just as | bounce slightly | feel his 
hands slide underneath me, cupping my globes in both 
hands as he tips my pelvis up and forward like a soup bowl 
as he gets busy licking the inside of it clean. 


| feel a wave wash over me and the inside of my hips 
trembling. 


“I'm...’m going to...” 


Suddenly his tongue dives deep finding my spot and I see a 
flash of white light and my breath completely stops, along 
with everything else in the world as | hear my heartbeat in 
my head again. Bump bump...bump bump, and then just as 
quickly as everything stopped like someone turned off a 
hose, that same hose inside me gets flipped right back on 
sending blood rushing through my veins and a wave 
through my middle as | unleash a typhoon on his tongue 
feeling his licks quickly turn to sucks as he devours me like 


a man lost in the desert for days who hasn’t had a drop to 
drink. 


He drinks up everything | have to give and suddenly | feel 
my body kick again as my ass even comes out of his hands 
at my involuntary full-body muscle contraction, but on the 
way back down I’m right there back in his hands...safe as he 
guides me down from the biggest high that I’ve ever had in 
my life. 


| barely drink and I’ve never touched a drug, but | can 
confidently say | know what addiction is now. My brain 
wants him, needs him, and | have to have him. 


“Oh my god,” | say in one breath as my entire body relaxes 
like never before. 


He eases my ass onto the bed and slides in next to me, 
kissing along my neck. 


“You know what’s crazy about that?” he says. 
“What’s that?” 

“| enjoyed that even more than you did.” 
“Impossible,” | say with complete conviction. 


“You have no idea how you taste. No idea how it feels to 
completely own you when your entire body loses control 
literally in my hands. How proud and masculine it makes me 
feel to know | can do that to you. How | can please you, and 
myself, at the same moment in a way that is beyond 
comprehension. But we get it, all right. Because not only do 
we get each other. We own each other.” 


“And now it’s time for me to own you,” | Say. 


CHAPTER 17 


Artem 


“Good, because this is yours,” | say taking her hand and 
putting it on my cock. “All yours.” 


“All mine,” she says. 


“And | can’t wait to feel you come all over it for the first time 
when I have it buried inside you as I claim your virgin 
pussy.” 


“I need to taste you first,” she says sliding down the smooth 
sheets as she strokes my cock with her one small hand, 
which is quickly joined by her second. 


She has my cock so the thumbs on both of her hands are the 
closest part of each hand to her face. It’s like she’s holding 
my cock like it’s a microphone that’s way too big for her but 
she’s going to sing into it anyways. 


But more likely she’s going to make my dick sing if she 
keeps stroking it like that. 


“Tell me how this feels,” she says as she stares down my 
cock before her head moves forward taking the tip in her 
mouth as she moves her entire head around it. 


| watch, my body practically frozen even though I’m on fire. 
Watching her please herself as she pleases me has me 
moaning twice, back to back before my head slams back 
into the pillow. 


“Perfect. That’s how that feels,” | say. 


“Good, because it’s perfect for me. Long, hard, and absolute 
perfection,” she says just after she removes my cock from 
her mouth and just before she licks up the underside of my 
shaft, putting pressure on that big nerve underneath putting 
me damn near the edge right now...if | don’t start thinking 
about something else soon, tricking my brain, I’m going to 
finish too fast and that can’t happen. 


My first climax is reserved specifically for her cunt. 


“Ummm,” she moans like she’s devouring an oversized 
purple-headed Popsicle on a hot summer day. “You taste so 
good.” 


“And your mouth feels so good,” | say leaning up on my 
forearms and gently running my hand through the top of her 
hair, careful not to apply pressure on her head. Just letting 
her do her thing is more than enough. This is a two-way 
pleasure street and knowing she’s getting off from this gets 
me even more worked up to own her. 


Her body moves up and she starts sucking faster and more 
furiously. | watch as her tits are just there in front of me 
begging to be grabbed, touched, worked in-between my 
fingers and the moment | put my hands on them she takes 
more of me into her mouth. 


| unclasp her bra and throw it to the side, my hands quickly 
sliding around from her back to her front where | tweak her 
nipples and she stops at the top of her sucking motion. | 
hear her take a deep breath as her eyes come off my thick 
dick and she looks me straight in the eye as she slides the 
whole thing in her mouth. 


“Fuck me,” | say as my hands move from her tits to her 
shoulders as | lift her up and off my rod. “No more foreplay. 
No more fucking around.” 


| flip her over onto her back and mount her like I’ve wanted 
to do this whole time. 


“It’s time to take your pussy...my pussy. To claim it once and 
for all...and forever. To fill you with my come so deep that it 
will be dripping out of you into next week, but you won’t 
know if it’s my juices from tonight, tomorrow, the next day or 
any day because I| am going to own that pussy every day 
that | take a breath on this planet.” 


“Every day,” she says. “It’s yours to take.” She shoots her 
legs out wide and my eyes shoot lasers into her wetness. 
Her legs are parted and her body is ready, spread out for me 
to take. 


| know I told her fast and hard and that’s what the devil on 
my shoulder wants. 


But | swear | hear an angel on my other shoulder grabbing 
me by the earlobe yelling in my ear to be slow, to take my 
time, to give her the gentle, soft, subtle romance she 
reserves. 


No matter how much she deserves that I just can’t. My need 
for her is too great. 


| grab my shaft and line up the head of my dick to her 
opening, feeling her wetness and mine. | don’t know who’s 
more ready? 


Me with my precome and saliva covered cock or her with her 
dripping wet pussy that | just wiped completely dry with my 
tongue a few minutes ago. 


| know if | so much as cough l'II slide right in, or at least the 
head first. There’s no way she can take all of me. She won’t 
be able to spread open wide enough for me. 


| reach down with my thumb and start rubbing circles 
around her clit while my other hand stays ready on my 
Shaft. | feel like a doctor distracting a patient before | inject 
the needle, and this is the thickest “needle” on planet 
fucking earth. 


But the medicine inside me is the cure to what we really 
both want...a child together. 


And there’s no more time to waste. 

“There’s no going back, Alice. Once I enter your pussy I’m 
going to get lost real quick and claim you with a speed, 
tenacity, and ferocity that might scare you.” 

“Get lost inside me, Artem. I’m ready.” 

My thumb moves faster on her clit and | feel the fucker 
swell. As I rub it faster and faster it makes contact with my 


dick and | can’t take it anymore. 


My hips buck forward and | thrust inside her for the first 
time, claiming her as mine, as she calls out my name. 


CHAPTER 18 


Alice 


My back arches and my mouth comes open as my body stills 
and | stop breathing for a moment. 


| won’t lie. The pain was definitely there. | felt it. His cock 
is SO big, so thick, and it filled me more than | could have 
imagined. 


| wasn’t sure if | could handle much more, but fortunately | 
didn’t have to make that decision just yet. He didn’t move, 
giving my body a moment to adjust to him, to welcome him, 
to accept him. 


And as his initial thrust turned into a few seconds my body 
slowly relaxed, letting both of us know that we could 
continue. 

I’m not sure if it even mattered if | was a virgin or not when 
it comes to Artem. He is just so big I’m not sure there’s a 
woman alive who could have been ready for all he has to 
offer. 


But there are no other women who will ever get the chance 
to know. Only me. 


“Are you Okay?” he asks. 
“Yes,” | say. And | am. 


“Do you want to stop or continue?” 


“I’m ready. We can keep going. | just needed a second to 
adjust to that initial feeling, that initial acceptance of you.” 


“And now?” 
“My pussy welcomes you any and all times.” 


Artem flashes me a smile and then a smirk and | can’t help 
but smile back. 


“Good to know,” he says as he slowly guides his cock 
backwards, but doesn’t quite leave me. 


Sure this was my first time, but | didn’t want sweet and 
romantic. That’s not the kind of man Artem is. He’s tatted 
and tough, rough and ready, and who knows what kind of 
business dealings he might be doing in addition to his 
tattooing. 


But right now all | wanted to deal with was figuring out how | 
was going to accept more of him. How my pussy was going 
to stretch to take in more of his length. 


Just as the back of his tip catches on my opening he slides 
back inside me to the same depth and then repeats his out 
and back in motion, but this time he goes deeper. 


“How does that feel?” he asks. 

“You're taking my breath away, in a good way,” | Say. 

“Like this,” he says as his hand comes forward and he places 
it on the valley in-between my breasts before sliding it up 


and across my neck. He massages my windpipe with his 
thumb, firmly but delicately, and never close to cutting off 


my air supply or anything like that, but definitely letting me 
know that he was in control. That | was his. 


His hand slides from my throat to my chin and then around 
to my cheek as his thrusts pick up speed and intensity. | 
hear the headboard of the bed pounding into the wall in 
rhythm as his hand moves through my hair and then finds 
the pillow right next to me, stabilizing his massive body as 
his hips really start to let loose. 


The pounding of the headboard turns into the sound of 
cannons as the top of the headboard making contact with 
the wall and the squeaking of the bed becomes the entire 
headboard slamming into the wall with each thrust and the 
bed sounding like it’s about to break in half. 


“Fuck me, Artem,” | yell. 


His other hand comes down on the pillow next to me so both 
hands can stabilize his weight as he plows into me. 


| feel his balls carom off my underside and my pussy 
dripping. 


| put my hand on his chest dragging it across his thick pecs 
tracing his ink with my fingers as his fingers press down 
hard into the pillow on either side of my head. 


“You feel so amazing,” he says and then sucks in a big 
breath of air. “So damn tight.” He continues thrusting. 
“Because you've been saving this tight little pussy just for 
me.” 


“Yes,” | whimper. 


| watch as he looks down at where he’s sliding in and out at 
me, admiring our connection as | admire a man who knows 
how to please me beyond my wildest dreams. 


His look grows even hungrier as he stares at my hole, which 
he’s taking. 


“Fuck,” he moans in a voice that sounds like thick leather 
being drug over gravel. 


“How does that look?” | ask, Unable to see from the same 
angle as his bird’s eye view. 


“Like a fucking masterpiece that’s too good for any 
museum. Too good for any fucker on this planet to see...but 
me.” He continues and | feel the sweat starting to really 
form on his chest. “You know why?” 


“Why?” | say. 


“Because,” he says as he enters me deeply and holds it, 
staring into my eyes. “You,” he says as he repeats the 
process with a single thrust again. “Are,” again. “Mine,” he 
Says as he goes deeper than ever before. 


“Deeper,” | cry out and all hell breaks loose as he starts 
fucking me with even more reckless abandon than I knew he 
had left in him. “Oh yes, Artem. More. Faster. Deeper. 
Fuck me,” | say as | completely lose my mind. 


“Fuuuuuck!” he moans. “You feel so fucking amazing,” he 
says as his rhythm picks up even more. 


| feel like the entire world is spinning and I’m just free falling 
into a beautiful abyss like I’m in a perfect dream... 
weightless, beautiful, complete serenity. 


“I’m gonna come, Butterfly,” he says and suddenly | feel him 
explode inside me his warm gift shaking me back to reality 
as if my free-fall has suddenly resulted in a crash in the 
middle of this dream and my torso shoots up in bed as his 
jets shoot his seed inside me. 


“Ummm,” | whimper softly as my body spasms, matching his 
orgasm with one of my own. 


And as | start to come down | wrap my arms around his neck 
and kiss him hard on the mouth, only for a second wave to 
pass through me and cover his cock. 


He tips his hips and his dick manages to go even a bit 
deeper as | sit on his pole as he holds me tight. 


| swear | could feel different muscles inside him spasming in 
those moments we held each other...different little 
aftershocks as more of him would leave him and enter me. It 
was like everything he had was just begging to get inside 
me. 


And | was more than happy to accept, my pussy milking him 
for minutes afterwards. 


| felt so awake, so alive, and | knew this moment would be 
imprinted on my brain forever. So this is what it felt like to 
experience love, sex, passion, a plethora of emotions, and 
then that ultimate euphoria only to be topped by the 
closeness and the connection afterwards. 


Now I know. And I know I want this all the time. 


After some time passed, and | have no idea how much, we 
carefully laid down on our sides with his cock still inside me. 


After feeling what it’s like to have him inside me | didn’t ever 
want to feel anything different. | didn’t ever want him to 
pull out. 


“I always knew you would be mine,” he says. “And now you 
are.” 


“I always was,” | say. “I was put on this earth for you, it was 
just a matter of us finding each other and we finally did.” 


“Yes you were and yes we did. And | was made for you.” 
“And call me crazy,” | say, “but | truly feel like we made 
something else just now. Not just a life together, but a new 


life.” 


His eyes shoot open as he puts his hand on my stomach and 
then his ear. 


“You can’t hear it yet, silly,” | say running my hands over his 
head which is gently touching my stomach. 


“Then we need to do that again and again and again until 
we can.” 


“Don’t you need a minute first?” 
“| never need a minute to get ready for you. But | do need 


all the time in the world...to enjoy each and every minute 
with you,” he says. 


CHAPTER 19 


Alice 


We make our way out of the Four Seasons Hotel Lion Palace 
just before noon and start walking the short distance to the 
State Hermitage Museum Official Hotel, where I’m staying, 
hand in hand. 


| love the feeling of my hand in his and his big hand 
provides just enough pressure to remind me that | havea 
ring on my finger. But being that this is an Orthodox 
country, the ring is worn on the right hand. | like the 
uniqueness and the difference of it. 


When we get to my hotel room | check my phone and see 
my dad hasn’t called. Good, but | am surprised. 


Even though we’ve had our differences | need to find outa 
way to tell him I’m engaged...to his best friend. Yeah, that’s 
not going to be easy. 


Somehow in all the excitement of the last few days that 
small fact got pushed to the back of my mind, but now it’s 
very much in the forefront. 


| dial his number, just curious to see how he’s going to 
answer and what kind of mood he’s in, although I’m sure | 
can guess as he’s in the same stressed out businesslike 
mood every day. 


But the call doesn’t go through. That’s weird. Maybe my 
phone company blocked me. 


Artem goes to the bathroom in my room and in the 
meantime | dig for some money. I'd like to treat him to 
breakfast this morning, after all he has treated me 
amazingly in every way since | arrived. 

| find my wallet, but something’s not right. Then it hits me. 


Where’s my passport? 


| always keep the two together in a small inside pouch in my 
Carry-on. 


| dig some more but still can’t find it. 

This isn’t good and it’s weighing on my mind. | won’t be 
able to enjoy the day with that thought lurking in the back 
of my head. 


“Everything okay, Butterfly?” Artem asks as he walks out of 
the bathroom. 


“I can’t find my passport.” 

Artem stops and leans his long arm along the door jam, his 
massive size taking up the entire space of the door. 

| look at him and he has a strange look in his eyes...one | 


haven't seen before. 


“We need to talk,” he says. 


CHAPTER 20 


Alice 


My body is still covered in goose bumps and there’s a 
permanent chill up my spine as we walk down the sidewalk. 


After what seems like forever, but is probably only twenty 
minutes, | see a delicate iron-cast railing and realize it’s 
separating the sidewalk from some absolutely beautiful 
park. 


“Welcome to the Summer Garden,” he says. “Although it’s 
open year round.” 


He holds the gate open for me and we enter. 


There are numerous sculptures and the park is beautifully 
landscaped and maintained. 


I’m not sure if that makes me feel better or worse. I’m 
starting to feel like this is one of those scary rendezvous you 
always see in the movies where some Russian bad guy 
meets someone in the park to either give them bad news or 
the worst kind of news...that they’re dead. 


Artem motions towards a park bench and we sit down 
together. 


Artem reaches inside his jacket pocket and hands me my 
passport. 


“Look at this...carefully,” he says. 


| open it and look at the lone stamp | have inside and the 
hard laminated first page which has my picture and 
information. 


“Okay?” | say. 

“Do you notice anything wrong?” 

| look at it again, examining everything including the 
exterior. “Besides the fact that it was in your pocket and not 
my bag?” 

“Your father was lazy,” he says. 

| swallow hard. “You're scaring me.” 

“I will never harm you. You know that. But what I’m about 
to tell you will harm the beliefs you’ve held your entire life,” 
he begins. 

My eyes dart around the park wondering if there’s someone 
else here...watching us, listening to us, plotting something... 


to do to me. 


“Did you ever wonder why your father sent you here on a 
Russian passport and not an American one?” 


“Because it would be easier for me and I'd be less likely to 
be picked out as a tourist.” 


“See, that’s the thing. You are not a tourist here.” His body 
moves slightly on the park bench and I jump. “Please, | will 
not hurt you. You must know this,” he says. “Here,” he says 


pointing to my information page. “Do you know how to read 
Cyrillic?” 


“No,” | say slightly embarrassed by that fact. 

“But | do. And everyone in this park does as well, so if you 
don’t believe what I’m about to tell you you can ask anyone 
and they will confirm my words.” 

What in the heck? 

Artem takes a deep breath. 

“Your father underestimated you. He knew if he sent you 
over with an American passport, with his name, someone 
would know. We were watching for both names to show up 
on the inbound travelers database.” 

“We?” 

“My sister and |.” 

“You have a sister?” 


“Yes, and you’ve met her.” 


“I haven’t met anyone other than you. What in the hell’s 
going on?” 


Artem reaches back into his pocket and hands me a picture 
of a man holding a baby. It’s a black and white photo and 
appears to be taken here. 


“Look at the leg,” he says. 


“Okay,” | say noticing a birthmark on the calf. 


“Look familiar?” 


“There’s a birthmark on the baby’s leg. That doesn’t mean 
anything.” 


“It doesn’t?” 


“So | have a birthmark on my leg. Plenty of people in the 
world do.” 


“Do you think the baby in the picture looks like you?” 
| look closer. “It could be.” 


“It is. This is a photograph of your father holding you when 
you were very small.” 


“That doesn’t look like my father,” | say. 
“That is where the problem begins,” he says. 
| feel my heart drop in my chest. 


“On December 26, 1991 the Soviet Union fell. Imagine...all 
the business at the time were owned by the state, and now 
suddenly things would be turned over to private 
individuals. As you can imagine there was a scrum for just 
about every type of business available. There were bribes, 
favors, even murder. If you were able to take over one of 
these government run businesses for yourself it was like 
winning the lottery. You were born nine years after this, as 
you know. 


But what most people don’t know is that when the Soviet 
Union fell things didn’t just immediately change overnight. 


It’s similar to your Civil War. Many people lost their lives 
after the ceasefire. Do you think they just suddenly lose 
their anger and stop fighting? And how long did it even 
take for some of those soldiers to receive a message that a 
ceasefire had been called? Days? Weeks? Even months or 
more in some cases.” 


“What does this have to do with me?” 


“Everything. There was a man who had a plan. He was a 
very bad man. He knew his neighbor had secured the 
license for a private design firm. The firm was to design 
many of the things for the Russian government and would 
be worth a lot of money in a very short period of time. The 
man who was given this contract was one of the few honest 
men, and he had experience in design and it was a good fit. 


But see he traveled a lot, and his bad neighbor knew this. 
So one night he broke into the man’s house, trying to find 
this contract, but instead he found the man and his wife and 
their child having a candlelight dinner with the man’s best 
friend. 


Upon realizing his mistake he pulled out a gun, shooting and 
killing the wife and shooting the two men and leaving them 
for dead. 


He found the contract, realized he was in big trouble, and 
came up with a plan. 


He grabbed the little girl and drove to the airport where he 
bribed an official to forge some documents that said you 
were his niece and he flew to America to apply for asylum as 
a refugee of communism. 


Before he even got his application in he met some other 
Russians, realized there was an incredible amount of money 
in the sex trade, and decided to keep the girl he brought 
with him. A Russian man traveling by himself raises 
eyebrows. A nice father with a daughter does not. 


He thought this little girl could serve as his runner, making 
trips back and forth to Russia to do things as needed. And if 
she was unruly or didn’t want to he could always sell her 
into the sex trade...she wasn’t his real daughter anyways so 
he didn’t care. 


So his plan could work, but when he found out the two men 
he had shot had survived, he had to quickly find some 
money to Western Union back to Russia to bribe an official to 
throw them in prison so they could not talk or be heard. 


And not just any prison, but Siberia. The same prison where 
Vladimir Putin, to this day, puts the men who he despises 
most. It’s literally the end of the earth. The ground is frozen 
year round as are the chances of ever leaving. 


But he underestimated the two men, and in the meantime 
DNA evidence had started to become used in Russia. 


One of these men was freed recently and the other is due to 
get out very, very soon.” 


“Artem! What does this have to do with me? Why did you 
have my passport?” 


He takes another deep breath and looks at me even more 
intensely than before. 


“Your mother did not die in childbirth. The man who has 
pretended for all these years killed her, and at the same 


time filled your real father and | full of bullets, but we 
survived. That is why | got my first tattoo, to cover those 
bullet holes and to try and create a backstory in prison so 
your father and | could survive. 


This beast fled with you to the States, knowing they had no 
extradition treaty with Russia, and also knowing they were 
accepting many refugees from the Balkans War at the time. 


This passport that he gave you,” he says tapping on my 
passport. 


“Is a renewal of a fake passport. It has your real last name, 
but in Cyrillic letters. He was too stupid, or likely scared, to 
apply for an American passport for you with his last name 
because he knew we would see the visa application very 
easily. 


But we were looking for both last names because we knew. 


| got out of prison first, two weeks ago, exonerated for killing 
a woman who was like a best friend to me...your mother. 


With the connections | made inside | put together a plan to 
avenge her death and bring you back to your real father at 
the same time. 


This man in Miami...he is not your real father and he will not 
come to Russia because he knows we will kill him for what 
he did. But as much as I want to watch him squirm as he... | 
won’t go into detail about that in front of a woman, but | 
want him to pay for what he did. 


And that’s what’s going to happen. | set up a deal for him to 
ship weapons to Vietnam in exchange for a Bitcoin 
payment. He also gets a container of Vietnamese women to 


arrive in the port to put in jobs working as manicurists and 
sex laborers. 


At least that’s he what thought. But he will hurt no more 
women, or anyone. He’s done enough damage to last a 
billion lifetimes. 


My sister. She came to your hotel room the last time you 
spoke with your father on the phone. I’m sure you 
remember her. She was dressed as hotel staff and was doing 
her best to keep you occupied as long as she could.” 


“Why? ” 


“I was in the next room over. The hotel carelessly didn’t 
have a password on their Wi-Fi and | was able to remotely 
access your computer from the room next door, where | was 
staying and why it was so easy to meet you in the lobby 
each morning, and transfer all the Bitcoin out. That is what 
was on that USB drive you were to come here to get. 


That beast back in Miami sent you here to pick up a Bitcoin 
payment for weapons and women. 


That man has already had the supplier ship the weapons to 
Vietnam and needs that Bitcoin to pay the Russians for the 
firearms. He’s the middleman and he has no way of paying 
now. 


And regarding that payment, that USB drive. 


My sister pretended to be you to receive the USB drive in 
the initial exchange from the man in Miami’s best friend, a 
man you saw me dispose of in the train station and then | 
filled his role knowing you wouldn’t know what he looked 
like, but we didn’t have the password. 


Once we arranged the drop of the USB drive to her 
something seemed off and they sent someone to get her. 


She brought the USB drive to me, which | then handed off to 
you because we still needed the password to access the 
funds. 


And of course the henchmen were already smelling 
something fishy so they came after us...twice as I’m sure you 
remember.” 


“So where do we stand now?” 


“All the henchmen are dead and the man in Miami’s best 
friend too. You saw this first hand. 


The man back in Miami is as good as dead man. 

My sister is safe. You are safe. 

And most importantly you are back home where you belong. 
And even more importantly you are mine,” 


My head is absolutely spinning right now as | work through 
this elaborate scheme I’ve just been told. 


A scheme I’m not even sure | believe at this point. This 
seems so far fetched and absurd that there’s no way it can 
be true. But then again | remember reading in Psychology 
Today that if you want to pull off a big con you’re actually 
better off having a huge, grandiose tale to tell then 
something simple and possibly believable. It’s 
counterintuitive but it’s worked that way for years, somehow 


it fits better in the human brain’s ability to reason that it 
could be true. 


So what does this all mean? 
l'm engaged to a man who's been in prison for...years. 


The man who I’ve always known as my father is now “the 
man in Miami.” 


And that I’ve been kidnapped...twice! Once to take me to 
the States when | was too young to know what was going on 
or to remember, and now Artem, if that’s even his real 
name. He didn’t technically kidnap me, so I can’t go to the 
cops if | want, but what he did is close enough. 


| have no idea what to think but there’s one big question | 
need to know then. 


“If l'm to believe this, and I’m a long ways from that right 
now, then where is my real father?” 


“He gets out of prison tomorrow and he’s coming here 
immediately to meet with his daughter.” 


“And he has only one daughter, right?” 


“Yes. You.” 


CHAPTER 21 


Alice 


The rest of the day I’m jumpy, looking over my shoulder and 
around every wall and down every alley we cross. 


Artem’s story is something that would be literally ripped 
from the headlines of the news, and being that he’s Russian 
doesn’t help much either considering how much Russia’s 
been in the news the last few years. 


But that’s the thing. No matter how you slice it I’m Russian 
too. | just hope I don’t get sliced up in the process of finding 
out what’s true and what’s make believe. 


And | believe Artem even though in some ways | feel like the 
woman in the scary movie that’s too stupid to live. 


But | agreed to be his wife, the ring on my hand the visual 
reminder, and | take that promise seriously. 


Life is full of challenges and it’s more how you deal with 
them and how you get up after you take a hit than anything 
else. 


And speaking of taking a hit, Artem showed me the entry 
wounds in his abs from the bullets. Most of them hit right 
along the cuts in his abs so that plus the tattoos plus all the 
years that have gone by conceal them on first glance, but 
they are definitely there. 


And | think back to last night. Most of the times | ran my 
hands along his body including his chest, completely 
missing my opportunity to see these warning signs...if in 
fact they even are. 


There’s something very attractive about a man who was 
wrongfully punished, but instead of complaining or crying or 
saying whoa is me, he plotted and planned waiting for this 
moment. 


And this moment isn’t just about him, but about my parents. 


And that makes it equally as hard for him, if not initially 
harder. 


Artem takes me to some library where we have to get special 
permission to access old microfiche records. 


At first he’s translating everything for me, but then he sees 
some doubt in my eyes. We’re so deep in the library 
basement we have to go back up so! can download an app 
called “Scan & Translate.” That combined with Google 
Translate lets me see firsthand exactly what he’s telling me. 


| find my birth record with the help of a librarian and | run it 
through my app. 


It checks out. 


Everything Artem has told me so far is true. There’s no 
denying that. And now | suddenly feel like I’m the one who 
has to prove myself to him. That my love for him is what | 
Say it is. 


He’s gone through a lifetime of pain just to get to this point. 
| just had to show up, granted my backstory is a lot different 


than | ever knew. 


Artem tells me we can go to the Russian authorities to get a 
new passport, but only after some time passes. He also says 
| should apply for a proper American passport at the 
American embassy in a few weeks. 


As much as he loves me and wants me here with him, | love 
that his experience and maturity shows that he’s making the 
best decisions for me even with no benefit to himself. 


If | have an American passport, and | know he doesn’t, | 
could theoretically leave him high and dry at any time. But 
he tells me it’s always good to have a backup plan. Maybe 
that’s a consequence of how the events in his life have 
unfolded to this point and growing up in a communist 
country. 


| don’t Know and I can’t imagine. 


And | also can’t imagine what’s going to happen to my 
father. 


When I asked him he told me point blank that his first 
thought was maybe | did have some feelings for that man, 
even though what he did was very wrong. He knew in my 
mind | might see him as my father or maybe upon the news 
this would turn into a Stockholm syndrome type of thing. 


But then reason took over. He knew the kind of person it 
takes to do what he did and he knew with behavior that 
brutal he wouldn’t suddenly become a good person. 


He told me he and his sister’s original plan was to let me 
make my own choice not only about my father, but also 


about if | wanted them to release the Bitcoin payment thus 
saving the man in Miami, as we now refer to him. 


But his reasoning for not following that path was so sweet 
and masculine at the same time. 


“I would never put my angel in a position where she might 
have to choose to become a merchant of death.” 


Brutal but beautiful. 


He told me that decision was for a man, a man who knew the 
whole story and that could only be him and my father. 


And he said the most important part wasn’t the whole story 
he knew, but the chapter we were beginning together. 


It was a fresh start for both of us and between our intestinal 
fortitude and our love we’d make this the best story ever. 


And dammit if | didn’t believe him. 


CHAPTER 22 


Alice 


The next day I’m back at Pulkovo International Airport, but 
this time I’ve got Artem and his sister Anastasia by my side. 


It’s Saint Petersburg’s international airport, but it also 
handles domestic traffic. And in this case from Siberia. 


We wait outside the arrivals gate and | can feel my hand 
Shaking. | have an entire folder full of printouts from the 
library yesterday back at my hotel. 


There’s all kinds of proof that what Artem is saying is real, 
but nothing can completely convince me until | see him with 
my own eyes. 


| remember the way the man in Miami used to look at me. 
And | always compared that with the way the other little 
girl’s fathers would look at them. 


| got looks of disdain more often than not. And they got 
looks of love. 


| never told anyone, but | always wanted that. | always 
wanted my father to look at me like he was proud of me and 
that he loved me. Not that | was a constant reminder that 
his wife died in childbirth, which | now know not to be true. 


But what’s very much true is that I’m going to lose it if this 
man resembles me. If he gives me that loving look. If | 


believe. 


Suddenly the passengers from his flight start making their 
way through the sliding doors. They open and a few people 
come out, only to slide back shut again. 


Each time they open I’m just waiting to see his face. 


This torturous game goes on for minutes as | squeeze 
Artem’s hand so tight I’m surprised he doesn’t complain. 


But that’s the thing about him. He’s a real man who takes 
pride in the fact that he can endure anything. And he has. 
A small girl squeezing his hand is nothing compared to what 
he must have gone through in prison, not to mention getting 
shot multiple times. 


| watch as more and more people come through the door and 
are reunited with their loved ones. | watch as tears fall down 
cheeks. As tight and true hugs are given and received. And 
as people are reunited with the ones they love the most. 

The people that matter to them more than the seven billion 
other people on this planet. 


That’s love. That’s what Artem and I have, but I want it with 
my father too. 


My real one whoever that turns out to be. 


After that sliding door stays shut for what seems like ten 
minutes a woman approaches Artem and asks hima 
question in Russian, to which he calmly answers. They talk 
briefly and eventually she rolls her eyes and walks away. 


“What happened? What did she say?” | ask desperate for 
any information. 


“She said all the passengers from the plane have departed 
and cleared security. | told her there was a mistake. We 
discussed, or should | say argued about, this for a few 
moments. Then she told me I must leave. | told her | never 
leave anyone behind. That’s when she rolled her eyes and 
left.” 


| hug him tight and watch as Anastasia takes in the sight of 
us and smiles. And yes, it’s a very real smile...the kind that 
are reserved for special occasions when they can’t be held 
back. 


But my smile quickly disappears when my mouth drops open 
as the doors slide open and I see a man in a prison jumpsuit 

being escorted by two guards. As the guards turn to walk in 

the other direction the man steps through the sliding doors, 

his eyes fixed on me. 


“Moy Alia,” he says and for the first time ever | see a tear in 
a Russian man’s eyes. 


But this isn’t any man. This is my father. 

| move quickly to him and him quickly to me until before | 
know what’s happening he’s hugging me, lifting my feet off 
the ground as he plants kisses all over my face. 

And now he’s not the only one crying. 

“I knew | would find you,” he says. “I always knew. | miss 
you my little Alia,” he says referring to the diminutive 
Russian word for Alice. It’s the word a parent might use for 
their little child. 


Just like | was when he last saw me. 


We have so much catching up to do. 


CHAPTER 23 


Artem 
The next day 


Alice stood in the doorway to the kitchen holding a dishrag 
full of ice for my face. 


| just shook my head letting her know that wouldn’t be 
necessary. 


In order to welcome Alexander home, and back to 
civilization, I’d rented a house outside of town where the 
four of us could kick back and celebrate as loud as we 
wanted. 


Just a couple weeks ago we had no money and were in 
prison now we were out we had the ten thousand Bitcoins 
from the USB thumb drive, minus the ones we’d cashed in, 
plus the small amount of money I’d left in the bank before | 
got sentenced and the little bit of money I’d made tattooing 
since | got out. 


In other words it was the ultimate rags to riches story and 
everyone in Russia knows it’s not wise to show your hand, 
especially when you’re playing with a full house. 


And in the house we were in you could hear a pin drop, the 
effects of the right cross Alexander had landed to my face 
when he finally realized Alice was wearing an engagement 
ring and I was the one who put it there. 


He paced back and forth across the rooms trying to come to 
grips with what happened. 


And | wasn’t going to back down. Not from him. Not from 
anyone. Not when it came to her. 


Yeah, l'Il take one punch. Hell, l’d do the same thing if | was 
in his shoes. But! draw the line at one, and only me...not 
that he would ever raise a finger to a woman. He’s not that 
way and neither am I. 


And l'm sorry my sister and his daughter had to see this, but 
| guess it was just a matter of time. 


Just like the foregone conclusion of Alice and | getting 
together was the moment we laid eyes on each other. 


“How long has this been going on?” he asks as he continues 
to pace. 


“Alex, I’ve only been out for two weeks. | didn’t even know 
what she looked like until a few days ago.” 


“How do I know you weren’t writing letters to each other 
while you were locked up?” 


“Did you get any mail while you were in there?” | ask, the 
answer obvious. 


He’s just angry right now and he’s not reasoning. | just need 
to let him get this out, to work through this, and then cooler 
heads will prevail. 


“I love her and you know I’ve never said that before. You're 
my best friend, have been since we were kids. And you 


know when I see something | want | have to have it. And 
when | get it | protect it with everything I’ve got.” 


“I know, but my daughter” he yells. 


| see Alice jump a bit and then wince. Anastasia stays still 
as a board, it’s our way here in Russia. Keep your emotions 
to yourself, which Alexander is doing a very poor job of right 
now. 


“You can’t control love. When it happens it takes over 
everything...your thoughts, your plans, your movements... 
it’s all consuming.” 


Finally Alexander stopped pacing and sat down on the other 
end of the room. 


He goes to open his mouth and stops. Then starts again. 


| know the age thing isn’t an issue as it’s not a big deal in 
Russia as it would be back in Miami. Not even close. No one 
will bat an eye here. 


“I’m sorry,” he says quickly standing and coming over to me 
and putting his hand on the back of my neck and placing his 
forehead right on mine as two boxers would do at the end of 
a fight to show mutual respect. 


“You’ve always done me right. More than right. You’ve 
taken bullets for my family and there’s no need for me to be 
firing more at you now, verbal or otherwise. | wish the both 
of you a perfect life together, and | propose a toast to you,” 
he says, quickly changing his tone from just a few minutes 
ago. 


That’s the thing about Alexander. He always defers to 
reason. 


It’s just like when we first went to prison together. We knew 
we were innocent but we had to assess the situation and 
decide how we could logically overcome it. 


And it’s the same as finding out your best friend is in love 
with your daughter. It’s been a crazy twenty-four hours for 
him and this just tops it off. 


But at the end of the day he knows, logically, that all logic is 
out the window. 


Because even though he knows l'Il protect her. 


Even though he knows l'Il do anything and everything for 
her. 


Above all else, | love her. 

And that’s all you need in this life. 

That and family, which we’ve both been reunited with after 
such a long wait. A wait that no one should have to endure, 


but we did. 


Because we knew one day we'd be free to love those closest 
to us again. 


| just never could have imagined that would include my 
Butterfly. The most beautiful woman in the world who’s 
made me the happiest man in the world. 


“Nostrovia,” we all say as we hold a shot of vodka high. 
Even Alice. She’s old enough to drink in this country...her 


country...our country. 
“Welcome home,” | say to Alexander. 


“Welcome to the family...officially,” he says and we all down 
our shots and shortly thereafter go back to getting down on 
the dance floor we've created in the living room as we laugh, 
drink, eat, and show our respect and appreciation for what 
matters most in life. 


Family. 


EPILOGUE 


Alice 


Five years later 
“Whatcha got, Anna?” | say as | hold out my arms as my 
little one and a half year old walks over to me with a flower 
and a huge smile on her face. 


She giggles and hands me a Cyprus black tulip, which is 
actually a very dark shade of red, and not black. 


“Thank you, Annushka! ” | say referring to her in the 
diminutive form of her name that she loves. She giggles and 
gives mea big hug. 


“Mom! Mom! Look!” Andrey, our four-year-old says as he 
points to the ground. 


“Butterfly! Come quick,” Artem says. 


| scoop up Anna and quickly make my way over to Artem, 
Andrey, and my dad. 


“Oh my god. It’s so cute,” | say. 


Andrey bends over before getting on his knees on the sand 
along the beach in Akamas, Cyprus. 


The sweeping bays and panoramic views make it no wonder 
why this part of the island is considered the crown jewel. 


And it’s also peaceful, away from all the tourism, and a great 
place to be alone. 


And that’s exactly what this little sea turtle thought. 
“Turtle,” Anna says pointing to the ground. 


“It is a turtle,” | say. “Good job!” | give her a little high five 
and she points in the total opposite direction of the turtle. 


“Over there, sweetie,” | say turning my body so she’s facing 
the little guy in the sand, but instead she keeps focusing on 
the same spot. 

| turn back to see what she’s looking at. 

“Oh my gosh. Another one, guys,” | say seeing another little 
sea turtle hatchling scooting along the sand towards the 
Mediterranean. 


“They're everywhere!” Andrey says as suddenly they're 
popping up all around us. 


“Don’t move,” my dad says. 


“Exactly. Just let them orient themselves and find the sea,” 
Artem says. 


“But we can help any that get lost, right?” | ask. 
“Absolutely, but it’s best if we don’t touch them.” 


“They usually hatch in the summer at night, but apparently 
these didn’t get the message.” 


The little turtles seem to be going every which way. Some 
find the sea, but a lot don’t. 


“All this light is disorienting them,” Andrey says. 
“Where did you learn a big word like that?” dad asks. 
Andrey smiles. “Listening to you guys talk.” 


My dad pats him on the head and Andrey reaches up to grab 
my dad’s hand so he doesn’t lose his balance. 


The men in our family are so big and strong...sometimes 
they forget just how strong they are. 


“Can we help them dad?” Andrey asks. 
Artem looks up to the sky and my eyes follow. 
“Oh no,” | Say. 


“Let’s go everybody!” Artem says. “Before those big birds 
get any ideas.” 


We all carefully start scooping up turtles and running them 
to the sea, making trips as fast as we can. 


One bird swoops down and | watch as Artem, Andrey, and 
dad all run at it flapping their hands and growling and the 
bird reconsiders it’s idea real quick. 


The thing must have a wingspan of a good seven feet and a 
razor sharp beak, but the men in my family aren’t having it. 
They always protect the little ones...the ones who can’t fight 
for themselves whether human or not. 


And that’s one of the many reasons why | love them. 


Just a few minutes later | very carefully help Anna pick up a 
turtle by the sides of his shell and walk her towards the 
ocean. 


“Last one.” 
“Go to mamma,” she says and then she kisses the little thing 
right on the back of the shell before she squats down and 


carefully places it in the sand at her feet. 


A small wave comes in and some foam surrounds her feet as 
| keep a good grip around her to make sure she’s safe. 


When the wave washes away the little turtle is gone, but 
Anna is laughing hysterically. 


“What happened? What’s so funny?” 


“When the water come he kiss my foot and then go to his 
momma,” she says. 


Her words melt my heart and | kiss her hard on her chubby 
little cheeks and scoop her up, taking her back away from 
the waterline, even though it’s only foam that comes in this 
area. 


| look back over my shoulder as the boys in the family all 
high five each other for a job well done. 


They rescued a whole colony of turtles and this has literally 
made my day. 


But it’s no surprise. 


| couldn’t imagine where I’d be today if Artem and dad 
hadn't rescued me from Miami. It sounds ludicrous to think 
that | would trade a life in one of the most desirable cities in 
the world for life on some small island, even though it is 
beautiful and in the Mediterranean. 


But it’s not a crazy idea at all, especially looking back on it 
now. 


| never had a family in Miami, whether in the way things felt 
or how things actually turned out to be. 


But here | have my father, my children, and my man...and 
they all love and need me. | feel so needed, loved, 
respected, and protected here. 

And with all that Bitcoin we have none of us will ever have 
to work a day in our lives, which is perfect because nothing 
beats a day at the beach. 


Especially when you go to beautiful beaches like this every 
day of the year with the people you love. 


Your family. Your life. Your everything. 


“Good job, Annushka! ” Artem says high fiving Anna’s little 
hand just after the boys all come running over to join us. 


Anna turns her hand over and looks at it just giggling. 
“She shell,” she says. 


| look and realize Artem must have had a little seashell in his 
hand when he high fived her. 


“Sea shell, Annushka,” | say slowly and in two parts so she 
can get it. 


“See sell,” she says. 


“Sally sells seashells down by the seashore?” Artem asks 
getting his face really close to Anna. 


She just giggles at the tongue twister and reaches out and 
taps Artem’s nose. 


“She got my nose, guys! Annushka stole my nose!” he says 
bending over and grabbing his face like his nose is missing. 


Anna looks in her hand for her dad’s nose but doesn’t find 
it. But just like always she does find a reason to laugh, not 
that she ever needs a reason. 


Annushka may not have found her dad’s nose, but her dad 
found something of mine along time ago. 


My heart. And that’s the greatest gift | could ever give him. 
And exactly what he gave me in return. 


“Love ya, Butterfly,” he says racing over and kissing me on 
the cheek. 


“Love you, Artsy Artem,” | say and kiss him on the cheek. 
And before | move my lips away | feel Annushka’s hand on 
my face and open my eyes and see she’s got both of our 


cheeks in her hands. 


“You gonna steal my cheek now?” Artem asks. 


She just giggles at her daddy and leans into a hug for her 
mommy, just as she so often does. 


| hope she never grows up. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Alice 
Five more years later 


The door to Artem’s Artistry opens and | quickly move my 
shirt back in place. 


| love looking at the ink he put on me last week. | now have 
everyone’s name tattooed on me. 


There’s Artem, which is right over my collarbone as he first 
said he wanted to do. 


And of course there’s Andrey and Anna, but over the last 
five years I’ve added Alina, Anton, and Anya. 


Five children in ten years. That sounds pretty perfect to me. 


And when you add in Artem and I that makes seven people. 
And my dad makes eight, and eight really is enough at this 
point, although I’m expecting my dad to propose to his 
girlfriend anytime now. 


A man enters the shop and | show him the book of tattoos he 
can choose from considering he didn’t bring in anything 
with him. 


He quickly starts commenting on some of my ink, making 
me a little uncomfortable, so | try to get the conversation, 
and his eyes, back on the book. 


“What about something like that,” he says reaching out for 
my arm. 


But just before his hand can clamp down on mine Artem’s 
hand wraps around the back of his neck pulling him back 
and to the floor. 


“Don’t tell me you didn’t see my empress’s wedding ring,” 
he says. 


“Sorry, | was looking at the book. Must have missed it,” the 
guy says. 


“No you were looking at what’s mine, and if you don’t get 
your ass off my floor and back out that door in three seconds 
you're going to be looking at the tip of my boot.” 


The man wastes no time getting to his feet and the door 
shuts behind him. 


“Thank you,” | say wrapping my hands around Artem. “But 
is that really necessary?” 


“When a man tries to take what’s yours...even if it’s just a 
touch or a glimpse, you have to let him know right then and 
there you’re willing to fight to death for it. He has to know 
that you'll go absolutely crazy to keep what’s yours yours.” 


“So it’s kind of a strategy because if you give them an inch 
they might try and take a mile?” 


“It’s not a strategy at all. | only put it into words because 
you asked. | don’t ever even think about it actually. It just 
comes naturally to me.” 


“Well you know what words come naturally to me?” 

“I love you,” he says, and it’s not a question. 

“Hey! How did you know I was going to say that?” 
“Because those are the same words that come naturally to 
me. All I ever think about is my family and how much they 


mean to me, how much | love them.” 


“And how you're willing to go to the ends of the earth to 
protect them.” 


“Always, because they are mine. You’re mine. Always have 
been and always will be,” he says. 


| go up on my tiptoes and we kiss. A big smile washes over 
my face and Artem gives me a look that says everything is 
perfect, but it looks like something a bit more even. 
“What’s that look?” | ask. 


“Your smile,” he says. 


“What about my smile?” | playfully feign being angry and 
inquisitive at the same time. 


“Your smile answers questions | haven’t even asked.” 
| look into his eyes and a warmth washes across my body. 


“I’m not sure what you mean, but that sure sounds 
beautiful.” 


“You're beautiful,” he says. “Now kiss me,” he demands. 


And that’s exactly what | do. 


The door comes open again and a young couple sticks their 
heads in. 


“You guys open?” they ask. 


“Come back tomorrow,” Artem says. “I have my most VIP 
client to attend to.” 


The young couple smiles and nods before backing out the 
door. 


Artem scoops me up with ease, my legs wrapping around his 
waist as he carries me toward the door. 


He locks the door and slides the deadbolt shut before 
flipping the sign from “open” to “closed” and dropping the 
blinds. 


“Alexander's watching the kids all night right?” he asks in- 
between kisses. 


“Uh huh,” | mumble in-between deep kisses in return. 


“How many times have | claimed you with my hard steel 
cylinder?” he asks. 


| can’t help but laugh as I count all the tattoos he’s given 
me. 


“Six for all the names and another six more that | wanted.” 
“So a perfect dozen,” he says as he lays me out on the 


tattoo chair and unbuckles his pants as | pull my shirt up 
and over my head. 


“A perfect twelve,” | say. 


“How about a different kind of dozen, from a different kind of 
hard steel cylinder,” he says as | see his cock straining to get 
out. 


“Yes please,” | say as | unclasp my bra and watch as his eyes 
dart right to my chest. “I want the whole twelve...all of it.” 


“Good,” he says as his cock springs free and | slide out of my 
pants. 


“Because you’re going to get all of it because all of me 
belongs to you just like all of you belongs to me.” 


I nod. “Exactly,” | say as now I’m completely nude and 
spread out ready for him and he’s nude too, looking down at 
me with a hunger that could easily result in our family 
growing by another member in nine months from today. 


“Because you’re mine. Mine all mine,” he says as he mounts 
me and begins to claim me as he has so many times before. 


Because even after ten years and five kids the most 
important number is one, as in us, as in unity. 


And when he enters me the two of us become one in the 
physical sense, which perfectly matches the one we always 
are in the mental and figurative sense. 


One with each other. One with our family. One with our 
love. 


“I love you my beautiful, Butterfly. Always have and always 
will.” 


“And | love you...my possessive Russian artist.” 


“Now let’s make the most powerful kind of art that exists, 
together.” 


“What’s that?” | ask as | feel the tip of his cock at my 
opening, framed by my lips as he leans in, his forehead 
against mine as he stares deeply into my eyes. 


“Love,” he says as his lips gently come down onto mine and 
that twelve-inch hard cylinder slides inside me reminding 
me that | belong to him...forever and always. 


“I love the way you love me,” | say. 


“That’s because | love you so damn much. So so much, 
Butterfly,” he says. 


And the nickname couldn’t be more appropriate because 
I’ve felt so beautiful and like I’m flying, soaring, ever since 
he first made the butterflies in my stomach flutter the first 
time he laid eyes on me. 

And those butterflies haven’t stopped fluttering yet. 


And | know they never will. 
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